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To the Right Honourable | 


CH AE ET S 


Lord HA L LIF Ax. 


Vs My Log, 


0 


8 ſoon as it was made known that 
your Lordſhip was not diſpleaſed 


with this PLay, my friends began to va- 


in inſcribing this PLay to your Lordſhip, 
did I only conſider you as one to whom fo 


lue themſelves upon the intereſt they had 
taken in its ſucceſs; I was touch'd with a | 
vanity I had not before been acquainted | 
with, and began to dream of nothing leſs 


than the immortality of my work. 


And I had ſufficiently ſhewn this vanity 


many admirable pieces, to whom the praiſes 


of Italy, and the beſt Latin poem ſince the 


Eneid, that on the peace of Ryſwick, are 
A 3 con- 


Dns 


A 


Epi 97 2 Dedicatory. 


conſecrated. But it had been intolerable 
preſumption to have addreſs'd it to you, 


my Lord, who are the niceſt judge of 


pdetry, were you not alſo the greateſt en- 
courager of it; to you who excel all the 
preſent age as a poet, did you not ſurpaſs 
all the preceding ones as a patron. | 

For in the times when the Muſes were 
moſt encouraged, the beſt writers were 
countenanced, but never advanced; 


greateſt men, but that was all they were to 


expect. The bounty of the patron is o 


where to be read of but in the works of 
poets, whereas your Lordſhip's will fill 
thoſe of the hiſtorians. 


For what tranſactions can they write of 


which have not been managed by ſome 
who were recommended by your Lord- 
ſhip f It is by your Lordſhip's means, that 


the univerſities have been real nurſeries for 

the ſtate; that the courts abroad arecharm'd_ 
by the wit and learning, as well as the 

ſagacity of our miniſters; that Germany, 


Switzerland, Muſcovy, and even Turkey 
itſelf begins to reliſh the politeneſs of the 


Engliſh; that the poets at home adorn that 


_ court, 


they 


were admitted to the acquaintance af the 
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court, which they formerly uſed only to 
divert; that abroad they travel, in a man- 


ner very unlike their predeceſſor Homer, 


and with an equipage he could not be- 


ſtow, even on the heroes he deſigned to 
immortalize. 


And this; my Lord, ſhews your know- 


ledge of men as well as writings, and your 
judgement no leſs than your generolity ; 


you have diſtinguiſhed between thoſe who 


by their inclinations or abilities were qua- 


lified for the pleaſure only, and thoſe that 
were fit for the ſervice of your country; 
you made the one eaſy, and the other ule- 
ful: You have left the one no occaſion to 
wiſh for any preferment, and you have 
obliged the publick by the promotion of 


the others. 


And now, my Lord, it may ſeem odd 


that I ſhould dwell on the topick of your 


bounty only, when I might 1 1 on ſo 
many others; when I ought to take notice 
of that illuſtrious family from which you 
ate ſprung, and yet of the great merit which 
was neceffary to ſet you on a level with it, 


| and to raiſe you to that houſe of peers, 


which was already filled with your rela- 
| 44 tions; | 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
tions; when I ought to conſider the bright- 
neſs of your wit in private converſation, 
and the ſolidity of your eloquence in pub- 
lick debates; when 1 ought to admire in 
you the politeneſs of a courtier, and the 
ſincerity of a friend ; the openneſs of be- 
baviout which | charms all who addreſs 


themſelves to you, and yet that hidden 
reſerve which is neceſſary for thoſe great 


affairs in which you are concerned, 


0 paſs over all theſe great alben my 


Vord- and inſiſt only on your generoſity, 
looks as if I ſolicited it for myſelf; but to 
that I quitted all manner of claim when. I 
took 5 of your Lordſhip's great judg- 
ment in the choice of thoſe you advance; 


10 that all at preſent my ambition aſpires 


to is, that your Lordſhip would be pleaſed 
to pardon this preſumption, and permit me 


to profeſs myſelf; with the moſt e 
reſpect, 


Your LoRDSHIP's moſt humble, 


and moſt obedient ſervant, 


E DM. SMITH. 
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Þ By Mr. ADDISON. 


Spoken by Mr. WI LK S. 


22 NG has a race of heroes Hll'd the tage, 
| D That rant by note, and thro' the gamut rage; 
„ ſongs and airs expreſs their martial fire, 


„ Combate in trills, and in a feuge expire; 

0 I pile, lull'd by ſound, and undiſiurb'd by wit, 

1 Calm and ſerene you indoluntiy ſit; 

; And from the dull fatigue of thinking free, 

* Hear the facetious fiddles repartee : 

i Our homeſpun authors muſt forſake the field, 

2 And Shakeſpear to the ſoft Scarlatti yield. 
a To your new taſte the poet f this day 1 


Mis by a friend advis'd to form his play. 
89 Had Valentini, muſically coy, 5 
d Shunn d Phedra's arms, and ſcorn'd the proffer'd jay, 
' It had not mou'd your wonder to have ſeen 
An eunuch fly from an enamaur'd queen : 
How would it pleaſe, ſhould ſhe in Engliſh ſpeak, 
And could Hippclitus reply in Gree?? | 
But he, a ſtranger to your madiſh way, 
By your old rules muſt ſtand. or fall to-day, 
And hopes you will your foreign taſte command, 
To bear, for once, with what you underſtand. 
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By Mr. PRIOR. 


Spoken by Mrs. O LD FIE LD. 


TJ ADIES, t:-mght your pity I implore 
For one who.never troubled you before: 
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Eu—ripides makes Phedra ſpeak, 
And comes to town to let us moderns know 
How women lov'd two thouſand years ago. 
If that be all, ſaid I, &en burn your play, 


Egad, we know all that as well as they: 
| Shew us the yonthful handſeme charioteer, 


Firm in his ſeat, and running his career ; 

Our ſouls would kindle with as gen'rous flames 
As er inſpir'd the ancient Grecian dames : 
Ev'ry Iſmena would reſign her breaſt, 

And ev'ry dear Hiptolitus be _ 

But, as it is, ſix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are e en as good as any two cf theirs; 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded charist, Fohn can drive. 

Now of the buſtle you have ſeen to day, 
And Phædra's morals in this ſcholar's play; 
Scmetbing, at aft in juſtice, ſhould be faid, 
But this Hippolitus fo fills one's head —— 
Well! Phedra liv'd as thaſtly as ſbe cou d, 

For ſhe was father Jove's own fleſh and load; 


Her 


Her aukward lrve, indeed, was oddly fated, 
She and ber Poly were too near related; 
And yet that ſcruple had been laid aſide, 
If haneſt Theſeus had but fairly dy d. 
ut when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all matters load in ſtatu quo: 
There was no harm, you ſee ; or grant there were, 
She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 
* *Twas in a huſband little leſs than rude, 
Upon his wife's retirement t9 intrude : 
He ſhould have ſent a night or two before, 
That he would come exact at ſuch an hour; 
Then he had turn'd all tragedy to jeſt, 
Found ev'ry thing contribute to his reſt ; = 
The picguet friend diſmiſs'd, the coaft all clear, 
And ſpouſe alone, impatient for her dear. 
4 But if theſe gay reflections come too late 
To keep the guilty Phedra from her fate, 
I your more ſerious judgment muſt condemn 
The dire effetts of her unhappy flame : 
Let, ye chaſte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care; 
My ſpotleſs flames to your protection take, 
And 1 4 poor Phædra for Iſmend's fake. 
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Dramatię 


or 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Tresevs, king of Crete, 


Hirrol rrus his ſon, in love with 
was, e , 4 Mr. Booth. 


Lycovn, miniſter of ſtate, Mr. Keen. 


" CRATANDER, captain of the guards, Mr. Corey. 


WOMEN. 


PHzDRA, Theſeus 8 queen, in 1 love 


with Hippolitus, Mn. Barrey. 


IsMENA, a captive princeſs, in Ch 
with Hippolitus, ; 


Guards, Attendants. 


PH DRA 


M r. Bettertan. 


Mrs. Oldfeld. | 
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HIPPOLTTUS 
ACT I SCENE T 
Enter Cratander nd Lycon. 


Fs Lycon. 1 
NN XII8S ſtrange, Cratander, that the royal Phædra 
. * Should fill continue reſolute in — | 
T And obftinately wretched : 
That one ſo gay, ſo beautiful and young, 
NN Of godlike 1 and imperial ae * 
Should fly inviting joys, and court deſtruction. | 
Crat. Is there not cauſe, when lately join'd in marriage, 
To have the king her huſband call'd to war ? 
Then for three tedious moons to mourn his abſence, 
Nor know his fate ? | , 
' Lyc. The king may cauſe her ſorrow; 
But not by abſence : oft I've ſeen him hang 
With greedy eyes and languiſh o'er her beauties, 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, defiring arms 
Flew taſteleſs, loathing ; whilſt dejected Theſeus, 
With mournful loving eyes purſu'd her flight, 
And dropt a filent tear. i e 


- 
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Hal To make their ſtubborn necks the rein obey, Ing 


2 PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS. 
Crat. Ha! this is hatred, 

This is averſion, horror, deteſtation: | 

Why did the queen, who might have cull'd mankind, 
Why did ſhe give her perſon and her throne 
To one the loath'd ? 

Lyc. Perhaps ſhe thought it juſt 

That he ſhould wear the crown his valour ſav'd. 

Crat. Couid ſae not glut his hopes with wealth and 
| honour, | 
Reward his valour, yet reje& his love ? 
Why, when a happy mother, queen and widow ; 
Wny did ſhe wed old Theſeus? while his ſon, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal youth 
And equal beauty might have fill'd her arms. 
He. Hippohtus (in diſtant Scythia born, 
The warlike Amazon, Camilla's fon) 

Till our queen's marriage, was unknown to Crete: 
And ſure the queen could wiſh him ſtill unknown : 
She loaths, deteſts him, flies his hated preſence, 

And ſhrinks and trembles at his very name. 


Crat. Well may ſhe hate the prince ſhe needs muſt fear 3 | 


He may diſpute the crown with Phædra's ſon. 

He's brave, he's fiery, youthful and belov'd; 

His courage Charms the men, his form the women ; 

His very ſports are war. | 
Lyc. Oh! he's all hero, ſcorns th' inglorious eaſe 

Of lazy Crete, delights to ſhine in arms, 

To wield the ſword, and launch the pointed ſpear ; 

To tame the gen'rous horſe, that nobly wild 

Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion ; 

To join the ſtruggling courſers to his chariot, 

Io turn, or ſtop, or ſtretch along the plain. 1 6 

Now the queen's ſick, there's danger in his courage.— 


11 Be ready with your guards. -I fear Hippolitus. [Exit Crat. 
Pear him! for what? poor ſilly virtuous wretch, | 


Affecting glory, and contemning power: 
Warm without pride, without ambition brave; 
A ſenſeleſs hero, fit to be a tool N 


Tuo thoſe whoſe godlike ſouls are turn'd ſor empire. 


An open honeſt fool, that loves and hates, 
And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers, 


Hs 


P 


He hate 
Where | 
But cri! 
Let the 


What ! 


PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS. 


He hates me too; weak boy, to make a foe 
Where he might have a'ſlave. I hate him too, 
But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince muſt fall. 


| Enter Iſmena. 
nd What ſtill attending on the queen, Iſmena ? 
O charming virgin! O exalted virtue! 


Can ſtill your goodneſs conquer all your wrongs ? 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 

Was not your royal father Pallas flain ? 

And all his wretched race, by conqu' ring Theſeus # 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his conſort Phædra? 
And gill repay ſuch cruelty with love? 

1/n. Let them be cruel that delight in miſchief: 
I'm of a ſofter mould; poor Phædra's ſorrows 
Pierce throꝰ my ielding heart, and wound my ſoul. 

Lyc. Now thrice the riſing ſun has chear'd the world, 
Since ſhe renew'd her ſtrength with due refreſhment ; 
Thrice has the night brought eaſe to man, to beaſt, 
Since wretched Phædra clos'd her ſtreaming eyes: 

She flies all reſt, all neceſſary food, 
Reſoly'd to die, nor capa ble to hve. 

Ln. But now her 2 has wrought her into phrenzy 3 3 
The images her — fancy forms 1 
Are incoherent, wild; her ads disjointed : 

Sometimes fhe raves for muſick, light, and air. 

Nor air, nor light, nor muſick, calm her pains ; 

Then with extatic ſtrength ſne ſprings aloft, 
And moves and bounds with viger not her own. 

Lyc. Then life is on the wing; then moſt ſhe ſinks 

When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. ike boiling water, 
That foams and hifſes o'er the crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the brim ; ev'n then moſt waſling, 

When moſt it ſwells. 

I/m. My lord, now try your art; 
Her wild diſorder may diſcloſe the hang 
Her covler ſenſe conceal'd; the Pythian gadgets | 
Is dumb and ſullen, till with hive fill'd 
She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the ſight, _ 
She ſtares, ſhe ſoans, he raves ; the awful ſecrets 


* 7 


Take, ſnatch *em hence. 
To heap new ſorrows on my tortur'd ſoul: 


4 PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS, 
Burſt from her trembling lips, and eaſe the tortur'd maid, 


But Phædra comes, ye gods, how pale, how weak 


Enter Phzdra 424 Atteudants. 


Pbæd. Stay, virgins, ſtay; Pl! reſt my weary fteps : 
My ftrength forſakes me, and my dazzled eyes 
Ake with the flaſhing light; my looſen'd knees 
Sink under their dull weight. Support me, Lycon. 


Alas! I faint. 


Lyc. Afford her eaſe, kind Heav'n! | 
Phed. Why blaze theſe jewels round my wretched head? 
Why all this labour'd elegance of dreſs ? 
Why flow theſe wanton curls in artful rings? 
Alas! you all conſpire 


All, all conſpire to make your queen unhappy. 

105 This you requir'd, and to the pleaſing taſc 
Call'd your officious maids, and urg'd their art; 
You bid *em lead you from yon hideous darkneſs 
To the glad chearing day, yet now avoid it, 
And hate the light you ſought. 

= Phed. Oh, my Lycon! 

Oh! how I long to lay my weary head 


On tender flow'ry beds and ſpringing graſs, 


To ſtretch my limbs beneath the ipreading ſhades 
Of venerable oaks, to ſlake my thirſt 
With the cool nectar of refreſhing ſprings. 


Lye. Vil ſoothe her phrenzy. Come, Phædra, let's away; 


Let's to the woods and lawns, and limpid ſtreams. 
Phed. Come, let's away; and thou moſt bright Diana, 


SGoddeſs of woods, immortal, chaſte Diana, 


Goddeſs preſiding o' er the rapid race, 


Place me, O place me in the duſty ring, 


Where youthful charioteers contend for glory 3 


| See how they mount and ſhake the flowing reins, 


See from the goal the fiery courſers bound, 
Now they ſtrain panting up the ſteepy hill, 


No ſweep along its top, now neigh along the vale ; 
How the car rattles, how its kindling wheels 


. 
4, 


4 


*Smoak in the whirl ! the circling ſand aſcends, 


And in the noble duſt the chariot's loft. | 
— 5 | Lyc. 


PH E DRA and HIPPOLIT US. 83 1 
aid. Lyc. What, madam ! 
Phed. Ah, my Lycon ! ! ah, what aid I: ? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving fancy! ? 
My languid eyes are wet with ſudden tears, | 
And on my face unbidden bluſhes glow. 
Lzc. Bluſh then, but bluſh for your deſtructive ſilence, 
That tears your ſou], and weighs you down to death; | 
Oh! ſhould you die (ye pow'rs forbid her death) 
Who then would ſhield from wrongs your helpleſs orphan ? 
Oh! he might wander, Phædra's fon might wander, 
A naked ſuppliant thro? the world for aid; 
d ? Then he may cry, invoke his mother's name : 
Nie may be door:'d to chains, to ſhame, to death, 
While proud Hippolitus ſhall mount his throne, 
Phed. O Heavins! 
Lyc. Ha, Phædra, are you touch'd at this? 
Phed. Unhappy wretch! what name was that you ſpoke? 
Lye. And does his name provoke your juſt reſentments? 
Then let it raiſe your fear, as well as rage: ; 
Think how you wrong'd him, to his father wrong'd him; 
Think how you drove him hence a wand'ring exile 
To diſtant elimes; then think what certain vengeance 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan. 
For his ſake then renew your drooping ſpirits; 
Feed with new oil the waſting lamp of life, 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now expiring : 
Make haſte, preſerve your life. 
Phed. Alas! too long, 


„ { Too long have J preſery'd that guilty life. 
g Lyc. Guilty! what guilt ? has blood, has horrid murder 
. 5 . your hands ? 


Pbed. Alas! my hands are guiltleſs, 
But oh! my heart's defiPd. 


I' e ſaid too much; forbear the reſt, my Lycon, 

And let me die to fave the black confeſſion. 

Lyc. Die then, but not alone ; old faithful Lycon 

; Shall be a victim to your cruel filence. 
Will you not tell? O lovely, wretched queen! 
By all the cares of your firſt infant years, 
By all the love, and faith, and zeal P've ſnew'd you, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden ſorrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to r you comfort. 


Phed. | 


6 PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS. 
_ Phad. What ſhall I ſay, malicious cruel pow'rs ? | 
O where ſhall I begin ? O cruel Venus! 

How fatal love has been to all our race ! | 

Lyc. Forget it, madam ; let it die in ſilence. 

Phed. O Ariadne! O unhappy ſiſter! 

Lyc, Ceaſe to record your ſiſter's grief and ſhame. 

Ped. And ſince the cruel god of love requires it, 
J fall the laſt, and moſt undone of all. 

Lyc. Do you then love? 

Phed. Alas! I groan beneath 
The pain, the guilt, the ſname of impious love. 

Lyc. Forbid it, Heaven ! | 
= Phed. Do not upbraid nie, Lycon : 
love. Alas! I ſhudder at the name; 

My blood runs backward, and my fault'ring tongue 
Sticks at the ſound—] love.—O righteous Heav'n! 
Why was I born with ſuch a ſenſe of virtue, 

So great abhorrence of the ſmalleſt crime, 

And yet a ſlave to ſuch impetuous guilt ? 


Rain on me, Pa your plagues, your ſharpeſt tortures, 


Afflict my foul with any thing but guilt, 

And yet that guilt is mine. Pl! think no more; 
Pl to the woods among the happier brutes. | 
Come, let's away ; hark, the ſhrill horn reſounds, 
The jolly huntſmens c ies rend the wide heav'ns. 
Come, o'er the hills purſue the bounding ſtag ; 
Come, chaſe the lion and the foamy boar ; 

Come, rouſe up all the monſters of the wood, 
For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me. 

Tnyc. Hippolitus! 

Pbæd. Who's he that names Hippolitus ? 

Ab! Pm betray'd, and all my guilt diſcover'd. 


Oh! give me poiſon, ſwords, I'll not live, nor bear itz 


I'll Rop my breath. 


In. Pm loft, bat what's that loſs ? 


|  Hippolitus is loft, or loſt to me: 


Vet ſhould her charms prevail upon his ſoul, 
Should he be falſe, I would not wiſh him ill; 
With my laſt parting breath I'd bleſs my lord : 


I ben in ſome lonely defart place expire, 


'| Whence my unhappy death ſhall never reach him, 
Left it ſhould wound his peace, or damp his joys. [ Afar. 


Lycs | 


ä 


pH DRA and HIPPOLITUS. 7 
Lyc. Think ſtill the ſecret in your royal breaſt, 


For by the awful majeſty of Jove, 

By the 1 by righteous Minos, 
Buy all your kin 

Safe as our lives we'll „ the fatal ſecret. 


red gods we ſwear, O Phædra, 


In. Cc. We ſwear, all ſwear to keep it ever ſecret. 


Phed. Keep it! from whom? why it's already known, 


The tale, the whiſper of the babbling vulgar : 


Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 


7 ² A 


Oh! why did Theſeus touch this fatal ſhore ? 


Ohl! can you keep it from yourſelves, unknow it? 
Or do you think I'm ſo far gone in guilt, 


That I can ſee, can bear the looks, the eyes 
Of one who knows my black deteſted crimes, 


Of one who knows that Phædra loves her ſon? 


Lzc. Unhappy queen! auguſt, unhappy race! 


Why did he ſave us from Nicander's arms, 
To bring worſe ruin on us by his love ? 

Pbæd. His love indeed; for that unhappy hour 
In which the prieſts join'd Theſeus' hand to mine, 


Gods ! how I ſhook ! what boiling heat inflam'd 

My panting breaſt! how from the touch of 'Theſeus 

My ilack hand dropt, and all the idle pomp, 

Priefts, altars, victims, ſwam before my ſight ! 

The god of love, ev'n the whole god, poſſeſt me. 

Lyc. At once, at firſt poſſeſt you! . 

5 Phed. Ves, at firſt. 

That fatal ev'ning we purſu'd the chace, 

When from behind the wood, with ruſtling ſound, 

A monſtrous boar ruſht forth: his baleful eyes | 

Shot glaring fire, and his ſtiff-pointed briſtles 

Roſe high upon his back; at me he made, 

Whetting his tuſks, and churning hideous foam ; 

Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me: 

Collecting all himſelf, and riſing to the blow, 

He launch'd the whiſtling ſpear ; the well-aim'd jav'lin 

Pierc'd his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart; 

The monſter fell, and gnaſhing with huge tuſks, 

Plow'd up the crimſon earth. But then Hippolitus ! 

Gods! how he mov'd and look'd when he approach'd me ! 

When hot and panting from the ſavage conqueit, 

Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 


His 
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His crimſon cheeks with purple beauties glow'd, 

His lovely ſparkling eyes ſhot martial fires. 

O godlike form! O extaſy and tranſport! | 


My breath grew ſhort, my beating heart ſprung upward, 


And leap'd and bounded in my heaving boſom. 
Alas! I'm pleag'd ; the horrid ſtory charms me. 
No more--- That night with fear and love I ſicken'd. 
Oft I receiv'd his fatal charming viſits ; | 
Then would he talk with ſuch an heav'nly grace, 
Look with ſuch dear compaſſion on my pains, 
That I could wiſh to be ſo ſick for ever. 

My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirſty ſoul, 
Drank gorging in the dear delicious poiſon, 
Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious love. 
And ſhall I drag an execrable life? 
And ſhall I hoard up guilt, and treaſure vengeance ? 


Lyc. No; labour, ſtrive, ſubdue that guilt, and live. 


Pbæd. Did I not labour, ſtrive, all-ſeeing pow'rs ? 
Did I not weep and pray, implore your aid ? 
Burn clouds of incenſe on your loaded altars ? 

Oh! Icall'd heav'n and earth to my aſſiſtance, 
All the ambitious thirſt of fame and empire, 
And all the honeſt pride of conſcious virtue: 
I ſtruggled, rav'd ; the new-born paſſion reign'd 
Almighty in its birth. 

Lyc. Did you &er try 


To gain his love? 


_ _ Phed. Avert ſuch crimes, ye pow'rs ! 
No; to avoid his love I ſought his hatred : 
I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from Crete; 
I ſent him, drove him from my longing fight : 
In vain I drove him, for his tyrant form | 
Reign'd in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes. 
If to the gods I pray'd, the very vows | 
I made to Heav'n were by my erring tongue 
| Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try'd to ſleep, 

Straight to my drowſy eyes my reſtleſs fancy 
Brought back his fatal form, and curſt my ſlumber. 
Lye. Firſt let me try to melt him into love, 

Phed. No; did his hapleſs paſſion equal mine, 
I would refuſe the bliſs I moſt defir'd, 
Conſult my fame, and ſacrifice my life. 


Yes, 
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Ves, I would die, Heaven knows, this very moment, 
Rather than wrong my lord, my huſband Theſeus. 
Lyc. Perhaps that at lord, that huſband is no more; 

te in haſte, his army thin, 
To meet the numerous troops of fierce Moloſſians; 
Vet tho? he lives, while ebbing life decays, 
Think on your ſon. 

Phed. Alas ! that ſhocks me. 
O let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch 
A haſty farewel, a laſt dying kiſs. 
Yet * his ſight will melt my juſt reſolves: 
But oh! I beg with my laſt . breath, 
Cheriſh my babe. 


E nter Me finger. 


Meg. Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you muſt know: Your royal huſband's dead. 
Phed. Dead! O ye pow'rs! 
Lyc. O fortunate event! 
Then earth- born Lycon may aſcend the throne, 


Leave to his happy ſon the crown of Jove, 0 


And be ador'd like him. [ 4/rae. } Mourn, OUT, ye - 


Cretans; 
Since he is dead whoſe valour ſav'd your ille, 
Whoſe prudent care with flowing plenty crown'd 
His peaceful ſubjects; as your tow'ring Ida, 


With ſpreading oaks, and with deſcending ſtreams, 


5 


i dt 


Shades and enriches all the plains below. 

Say how he dy'd. | 
Meg. He dy'd as Theſeus ought, 

In battle dy'd: Philotas, now a priſoner, 

That ruſhing on fought next his royal perſon, 

That ſaw his thund'ring arm beat ſquadrons down, 

Saw the great rival of Alcides fall. 


1 Theſe eyes beheld his well-known ſteed, beheld 
JA proud Barbarian glitt'ring in his arms, 
; Encumber'd with the ſpoil. 


Phed. Is he then dead? 


11; my much-1njur'd lord, my Theſeus, dead? 


And don't I ſhed one tear upon his urn E 


What! 
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What! not a ſigh, a groan, a ſoft complaint ? 

Ah! theſe are tributes due from pious brides, 

From a chaſte matron, and a virtuous wife : 

But ſavage love, the tyrant of my heart, 

Claims all my ſorrows, and uſurps my grief. 

Lc. Diſmiſs that grief, and give a looſe to joy: 
He's dead, the bar of all your bliſs is dead ; 

Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Theſeus, 
And take the youthful hero to your arms. 
Phed. I dare not now admit of ſuch a thought, 
And bleſs'd be Heav'n that ſteel'd my ftubborn heart; 
That made me ſhun the bridal bed of Theſeus, 

And give him empire, but refuſe him love. 

Lyc. Then may his happier ſon be bleſt with both ; 
'Then rouze your foul, and muſter all your charms, 
Soothe his ambitious mind with thirſt of empire, 

And all his tender thoughts with ſoft allurements. 

_ Phed. But ſhould the youth refuſe my proffer'd love ! 
O ſhould hezthrow me from his loathing arms! 

I fear the trial; for I know Hippolitus 

Fierce in the right, and obſtinately >. 

When round beſet, his virtue, like a flood, 

Breaks with reſiſtleſs force th' oppoſing dams, 

And bears the mounds along ; they're hurry'd on, 

And ſwell the torrent they were rais'd to ſtop. 

I dare not yet reſolve; I'll try to live, 

And to the awful gods Pl! leave the reſt. | | 

Lyc. Madam, your ſignet, that your ſlave may order 
What's moſt expedient for your royal ſervice. 

Phed. Take it, and with it take the fate of Phædra. 
And thou, O Venus, aid a ſuppliant queen, 

That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy pow'r: 

O ſpare thy captives, and ſubdue thy foes. 

On this cold Scythian let thy pow'r be known, 
And in a lover's cauſe aſſert thy own : 


This nurſe of Jove with grateful fires ſhall ſhine, 
And with thy father's flames ſhall worſhip thine. 


Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy ſhrine; 2 


[Exit Phad. Cc. 


Lycon 


u 
25. I 


P H 


If fe pro 
Hu haug] 
Say I con 
And if f} 
+ A woman 
With hur 
I'll rule t 
That wh 


When 
'T he b 


When 


The er 


1 


What 
Let thi 
2 Or ſhal 


I Myrel 


But ſec 
He ruſ 
I canni 


| But fir 


. = 
_— _ — = 5 : - 5 


pH DRA and HIPPOLITUS. 11 


Lycon ſolut. 


If ne propoſes love, why then as ſure“/ 

His haughty ſoul refuſes it with ſcorn.---- 

Say I confine him 1. —If ſhe dies he's ſafe; 

And if ſhe lives, Pl work her raging mind. 

: A woman ſcorn'd with eaſe I'll work to vengeance : 
With humble, favning, wiſe, obſequious arts 
I'll rule the whirl and tranſport of her ſoul ; 

That when her reaſon hates, her rage may act. 


When barks glide ſlowly thro? the lazy main, 
The baſed pilots turn the helms in vain; _ 


| When driv'n ty winds they cut the foamy way, 
Ihe rudders govern, and the ſhips obey,  [Exit. 
£4: The End of the Fixsr Acr. 
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* Enter Phædra, Lycon, and Iſmena. [ Erter Me. 


22D. NTA DAM, the prince Hippolitus attends. 
| : M  Phed. Admithim. Where, where, Phædra's 
now thy ſoul ? 
What ---Shall I ſpeak ? And ſhall my guilty tongue 
Let this inſulting victor know his powW'r? 
Or ſhall I ſill confine within my breaſt 
2 My reſtleſs paſſions and devouring flames ? 
But fee he comes, the lovely tyrant comes. 
He ruſhes on me like a blaze of light; _ 
1 I cannot bear the tranſport of his preſence, 
But fink opprefs'd with woe. . [S woent. 


Enter 


| - And only 
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Enter Hippolitus. 


Hip. Immortal Gods! | 
What have I done to raiſe ſuch ſtrange abhorrence ? 
What have I done to ſhake her — nature 
With my approach, and kill her with my ſight ? 

Lyc. Alas! another grief devours her foul, 

your aſſiſtance can relieve her. TITS 
Hip. Ha! make it known, that I may fly and aid her, 
Lyc. But promiſe firſt, my lord, to keep it ſecret. 
Hip. Promiſe! I ſwear, on this good ſword I ſwear, 


This ſword, which firſt gain'd youthfal Theſeus honour ! 


Which oft has puniſh'd perjury and falſhood 
By thund'ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 
By the majeſtic form of godlike heroes, 
That ſhine around, and conſecrate the ſteel ; 
No racks, no ſhame, ſhall ever force it from me. 
Phed. Hippolitus. = 
Hip. Yes, tis that wretch, who begs you to diſmiſs 
This hated object from your eyes for ever. 
Begs leave to march againſt the foes of Theſeus, 
And to revenge or ſhare his father's fate. 
Phed. Oh, Hippolitus ! 
I own I've wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly wrong'd you; 
Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your father; 
The court, all Crete, deplor'd their ſuffering hero, 
And I (the ſad occaſion) moſt of all. 
Yet could you know relenting Phædra's ſoul ! 
Oh, could you think with what reluctant grief 
T wrong'd the hero whom I wiſh'd to cheriſh ! 
Oh! you'd confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 
And own thoſe ills did moſt deſerve your pity, 
Which moſt procur'd your hate. 
Hip. My hate to Phædra! 
Ha! could I hate the royal ſpouſe of Theſeus, 
My queen, my mother ? | 
| Phed. Why your queen and mother? 
More humble ties would ſuit my loſt condition. 
Alas! the iron hand of death is on me, 
And I have only time t' implore your pardon. 
Ah! would my lord forget injurious Phædra, 2 
/ | n 
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And with compaſſion view her helpleſs orphan ! 
Would he receive him to his dear protection, 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes ! 5 
Hi. Oh, I'll defend him! with my life defend him! 
Heav'ns dart your judgment on this faithleſs head, 
I I don't pay him all a flave's obedience, 
L And /all a fiher's —_— 
Phaed. A father's love! 
Oh, doubtful ſounds! oh, vain deceitful hopes! 
My grief's much eas'd by this tranſcending goodneſs, 
And Theſeus' death fits lighter on my foul. 
Death! he's not dead: he lives, he breathes, he ſpeaks ; 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my eyes ; ; 
I ſee him, ſpeak to him. My heart! I rave, 
And all my folly's known. 1 
Hep. Oh, glorious folly ! 
See, Theſeus, ſee, how much your Phædra lov'd you. 
 . Phaed. Love him, indeed! dote, languiſh, die for him. 
2 Forſake my food, my ſleep, all joys for Theſeus; 
[But not that hoary venerable 'Theſeus) _ 
But Theſeus, as he was when mantling blood 
 Glow'd in his lovely cheeks ; when his bright eyes 
: Sparkled with youthful fires ; when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the ſon ; 
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When Theſeus was Hippolitus. 
WM Hip. Ha! amazement firikes me: 
> Where will this end? | 
: Lye. Is't difficult to gueſs? 
: Does not her flying paleneſs, that but now 
+ Sat cold and Janguid in her fading check, ro 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary luſtre) 
Does not her beating heart, her trembling limbs, 
Her wiſhing looks, | Han ſpeech, her preſent filence, 
All, all proclaim imperial Phzdra loves you? - 
Hip. What do J hear? what, does no lightning flaſh, 
No thunder bellow, when ſach monſtrous crimes. 
Are own'd, avow'd, confeſt? All-ſeeing ſun ! 
5 Hide, hide in ſhameful night thy beamy head, 
3 And ceaſe to view the horrors of thy race. 
Alas! I ſhare th' amazing guilt; theſe eyes, 
That firſt inſpir'd the black inceſtuous flame, 
Theſe ears, that heard the * of impious Ive, 
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Are all accurs'd, and all deſerve your thunder. 
Pied. Alas, my lord! believe me not fo vile. 

No; by thy goddeſs, by the chafte Diana, 

None but my firſt, my much-lov'd lord Arſamnes, 

Was e'er recciv'd in theſe unhappy arms. 

No; for the love of thee, of thoſe dear charms, 

Which now I ſee are doom'd to be my ruin, 

J fill deny'd my lord, my huſband T heſeus, 

The chaſte, the modeſt joys of ſpotleſs marriage; 

That drove him hence to war, to ſtormy ſeas, 

To rocks and waves, leſs cruel than his Pùhædra. | 
Hep. If that drove Theſeus hence, then that kill'd 

0 'Theſeus, 


And cruel Phædra kill'd her huſband Theieus. 
Pbæd. Foi:.car, raſh youth, nor dare to rouſe my ven- 


| geance; =” 85 
You need not urge, nor tempt my ſwelling rage 
With black reproaches, ſcorn, and provocation, 
To do a deed my reaſon would abhor. 

Leng has the ſecret ſtruggled in my breaſt, 

Long has it rack'd and rent my turtur'd boſom ; 
But now 'tis out. Shame, rage, confuſion tear 
And drive me on to act unheard-of crimes ; 

To murder thee, myſelf, and all that know it. 


' As when convulitons cleave the lab'ring earth, 


Before the diſmal yawn appears, the ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houſes craſh ; 
He's ſafe, who from the dreadful warning flies, 
But he that ſees its opening boſom dies. 

Hip. Then let me take the warning and retire ; 
I'd rather truſt the rough Ionian waves, 
Than woman's fiercer rage. 


Lyc. Alas, my lord! 
You muſt not leave the queen to her deſpair. 
Hip. Muſt not! from thee? from that vile upſtart Lycon ! 
Lc. Ves; from that Lycon who derives his greatneſs 
From Phzdra's race, and now would guard her life. 


Then, Sir, forbear, and view this royal ſignet, 


And in her faithful ſlave obey the queen. 


LO [ Enter guards. 
Guards, watch the prince, but at that awful diſtance, 


| And do y 


[ Exit, 
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Ie that reſpect, it may not ſeem confinement, 


ut only meant for honour. 
Hip. So, confinement is 
he honour Crete beſtows on Theſeus' ſon. 


Lan I confin'd ? and 3s't ſo ſoon forgot, 


TWhen fierce Procruſtes? arms o'er-ran your kingdom? 

N your ſtreets echo'd with the cries of orphans, 

Your ſhrieking maids clung round the hallow'd ſhrines, 

ww] nen all your palaces and lofty towers 

*Smoak'd on the earth, when the red ſky around 

Glow'd with your city's flames (a dreadful luftre) : 
'Then, then my father flew to your aſſiſtance; 


Tuner Theſeus ſav'd your lives, eſtates, and honours, 


And do you thus r ward the hero's toil? 


Lyc. Take not an eaſy ſhort confinement ill, 
Which your own ſafety and the queen's requires. 


2 do you now confine the hero's ſon ? 
| | Bat fear not ought from one that joys to ſerve you. 


H:p. Oh, I difdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee ; 
Nor will I hear of ſervices from Lycon. 
＋. hy very looks are hes, eternal falſhood 
Smiles in thy looks, and flatters in thy eyes; 
Ev'n in thy humble face I read my ruin, 
g ſmile. 
Why elſe ye whiſper out your dark ſuſpicions ? 
Why with malignant elogies encreaſe 
The people's fears, and praiſe me to my ruin ? 
Why thro” the troubled ſtreets of frighted Gnoſſus 


Do bucklers, helms, and poliſh'd armour blaze ? 
Why ſounds the dreadful din of inſtant war, 
1 Whit fill the foe's unknown? 


Lzc. Then quit thy arts; 


Put off the putefnan; and reſume the Jada. I [Aide 


Thou, Proteus, ſhift thy various forms no more, 
But boldly own the 80d. That foe's tab near. 
[To or ; *. 


The queen's diſeaſe, and your aſpiring mind, 
Did all Crete, and give a looſe to war. 

Hip. Gods! dares he ſpeak thus to a monarch's fon ? 
And muſt this earth-born ſlave command in Crete? 
as it for this my godlike father foaohkt ? 

Did Theſeus bleed for Lycan? mo Oye Cretans, 


2 
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See there your king, the ſucceſſor of Minos, 


And heir of Jove. 


Lyc. You may as well provoke 
That Jove you worſhip, as this flave you ſcorn. 
Go ſeize Almzon, Nicias, and all 
The black abettors of his impious treaſon. 


Now o'er thy head th' avenging thunder rolls; 


For know on me depends thy inſtant doom. 

'Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty ſoul, 

And, if thou chink'ſt of life, obey the queen. | 
Hip. Then free from fear or guilt I'll wait my doom. 

Whatzer's my fault, no ſtain ſhall blot my glory. 

Til guard my honour, you diſpoſe my life. 


Ex. Lyc. and Crat. 


Since he dares brave my rage, the danger's near. 
The timorous hounds that hunt the generous lyon 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit ; - 


But when ke ftruggles in th' entangling toils, .. 


Inſult the dying prey.-----Fis kindly done, Iſmena, 
17s 5 : Im. enters. 

With all your charms to viſit my diftreſs ; | 

Soften my chains, and make confinement eaſy. 

Is it then giv'n me to behold thy beauties ! 

Thoſe bluſhing ſweets, thoſe lovely loving eyes! 


Io preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating heart, 


And grow thus to my love! Whay's liberty to this? 


What's fame or greatneſs ? take em, take 'em, Phædra, 


Freedom and fame, and in the dear confinement 
Encloſe me thus for ever. 
In. O Hippch:us ! 


Ch, I could ever dwell in this confinement ! 


Nor with for aught while I behold my lord: 
But yet that wiih, that only wiſh is vain, 


| | When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your godlike ſoul a wretched maid : 


Take to your arms (aſſiſt me, Heav'n! to ſpeak it) 
Take to your arms imperial Phzdra, 

And think of me no more. 

| Hip. Not think of thee ? 

What! part, for ever part? unkind Iſmena! 
Oh! can you think that death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 
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4 Say, ſhould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Phædra, 
Say, couldit thou bear it? could thy tender ſoul 
© Endure the torment of deſpairing love, 
And ſee me ſettled in a rival's arms? 
Im. Think not of me: Perhaps my equal mind 
* May learn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 
Vet would you hear me; could your lov'd Iſmena 
Wich all her charms o'er-rule your ſullen honour, 
2 You yet might live, nor leave the poor Iſmena. 
Hp. Speak: if I can, I'm ready *o obey. 
In. Give the queen hopes, 5 
J Hip. No more my ſoul difdains it. 
at. ©» No; ſhould I try, my haughty foul. would ſwell, 
© Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. 
Ob, ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, to lie, forſwear? 
3 Deſerve the ruin which I ftrive to ſhun ? | 
: Jin. Oh, I can't bear this cold contempt: of death! 
This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
r To liberty or life, O cruel man! 
By theſe ſad ſighs, by-theſe poor ſtreaming eyes, 
By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 
By the near danger of that precious life, 
Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 8 
What ! not yet mov'd? are you reſolv'd on death ? 
1 Then, ere tis night, I ſwear by all the pow'rs 
This ſteel ſhall end my fears and life together. 
Hl. You ſha'n't be truſted with a lite ſo precious. 
No; to the court Pl publiſh your deſign: 
Euv'n bloody Lycon will prevent your fate; 
Luycon ſhall wrench the dagger from your boſom, 
And raving Phzdra will preterve Iſmena. 
In. Phædra! come on, I'll lead you on to Phædra: 
I'll tell her all the ſecrets of our love 
+ Give to her rage her cloſe deſtructive rival: 
Her rival ſure will fall; her love may ſave you, 
Come, ſee me labour in the pangs of death, 
My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, 
Dying, yet fixt in death on my Hippolitus. 5 
Hep. What's your defign ? ye pow'rs! what means m 
love? | 
Jin. She means to kad you in the road of fate; 
„ Phe means to die with one he can't preſerve. 
| 3 


Yet 


. 
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Yet when you ſee me pale upon the earth, 
This once-lov'd form grown horrible in death, 
Sure your relenting ſoul would with you'd ſav'd me. 
Eu. Oh! Vil do all, do any thing to fave you; 
Gre up my fame, and all my darling honour: 
Fil run, Pl y; what you'li command PU ſay. 

1/m. Say what occaſion, chance, or Heav'n inſpires ; 
Say that you love her, that you lov'd her long; 
Say that you'll wed her, ſay that you'lt comply ; 
Say, to preſerve yaar life, ſay any thing. 
El-fs him, ye pow'rs! and if it be a crime, 
Oh! if the pious fraud offend your juſtice, 
Aim all your vengeance on Iſmena's head; 
Puniſh Iſmena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
He's gone, and now my brave reſolves are ſtagger'd, 
Now I repent, like ſome deſpairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
That pants, and ftruggles with the whirling waves, 
And catches ev'ry ſlender reed to ſave him. 


Che, But ſhould he dowhatyour commands enjoin'd him, 
| : Could ! 


Say, ſhould he wed her? 
Lin. Should he wed the queen? 

Oh! I'd remember that *twas my requeſt, 
And die well pleas'd I made the hero happy. 

Cho. Die! does Iſmena then reſolve to die? 

In. Can I then hve? can I, who lov'd fo well 
To part with all my blus to ſave my lover? 
Oh'! can I drag a wretched life without him, 
And ſee another revel in his arms ? | 
Oh, tis in death alone I can have comfort! 


Enter Lycon. 
| Lyc. What a reverſe is this! perſidious boy, 


Is this thy truth ? is this thy boatted honour ? 
Then all are rogues alike : I never thought 


Bu: one man honeſt, and that one deceives me. [ 4/id-. 
Iſmena here! | | 533 | 
Tis all agreed, and now the prince is ſafe 

From the ſure vengeance of ecſpairing love; 

Now Phredra': rage is chang'd to foft endearments: 
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She Coats, ſhe dies ; and few, but tedious days, 


With endleſs joys will crown the happy pair. 

n. Does he then wel the queen? 

1 | Lyc. At leaſt I think ſo. 

I. when the prince approach'd, not far retir'd, 
Pale with my doubts : he ſpoke ; th' attentive queen 
7 Dwelt on Lis accents, and her gloomy eyes 
Sparlled with gentler fires; he bluſhing bow'd, 

} She, trembling, loſt in love, with ſoft confuſion 


2 Receir'd his paſſion, and return'd her own. 


S 


t Hip. Ihen ſmiling turn'd to me, and bad me order: 


"We 


Ihe pompous rites of her cnſuing nuptials, 


Which I muſt now purſue. Farewel, Ifmena: [Exit 


In. Then PII retirs, and nat giiturb their joys.“ 
C5. Stay and learn more. | _ 
BW | Jim. An! wheretore ſhould I flay ? 
What! ſhall I ſtay to rave, t' upbraid, to hold him? 


2 To ſnatch the ſtruggling charmer from her arms? 
+ For could you think that open gen'rous youth 


d him Could: with feign'd love deceive a jealous woman? 


r — eg 


Se: 


"avi et 


Could he ſo ſoan grow artfal in diſſemoling ? 

Ah! without doubt his thoughts inſpir'd his tongue, 
And all his ſoul receiv'd a real love. 

Perhaps new graces darted from her eyes, 

Perhaps ſoft pity charm'd his yielding foul, 

Perhaps her . perhaps her -ingdom-charm'd him; 
Perhaps-—alas! how many things might charm him! 

Cho. Wait the ſucceſs : it is not yet decided. 

{/m.. Not yet decided! did not Lycon tell us 
How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and look'd, and vow'd ? 
How the ſoft paſſion languift'd in his eyes? 

Yes, yes, he loves, he doats on Phxdra's charms. 
Now, now he claips her to his panting breaſt, 

Now he devours her with his eager eyes, 75 | 
Now graſps her hands, and now he looks, and vows 
The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor Iſmena. . 
He comes; be ſtill, my heart; the tyrant comes, 
Charming tho? falſe, and lovely in his guilt. 


20 PH DRA and HIPPOLITUS. 
Enter Hippolitus. 


Hi. Why hangs that cloudy ſorrow on your brow ? 
Why do you ſigh ? why flow your ſwelling eyes ? 
Thoſe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus, _ 

Im. My lord, my ſoul is charm'd with your ſucceſs, 
You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 

For your dear life; and ſince my death alone 
Can make you ſafe, that ſoon ſhall make you happy. 
Yet had you brought leſs love to Phzdra's arms, 

My ſoul had parted with a leſs regret, 

Bleſt if ſurviving in your dear remembrance. 


Hip. Vour death! my love! my marri ge! and to 


Phædra 
Hear me, Iſmena. „ 
Im. No, I dare not hear you. 
But tho? you've been thus cruelly unkind, 
Tho' you have left me for the royal Phædra, 
Yer ſtill my foul ofer-runs with fondneſs tow'rds you, 
Yet fill I die with joy to ſave Hippolitus, 
Hi. Die to ſave me! could I outlive Iſmena? 
Im. Yes, you'd outlive her in your Phædra's arms, 


And may you there find ev'ry blooming pleaſure ! 


Oh, may the gods ſhow'r bleſſings on thy head! 
May the gods crown thy glorious arms with conqueſt, 
And all thy peaceful days with ſure repoſe ! 
Mayſt thou be bleſt with lovely Phædra's charms, 
And for thy eaſe forget the loit Iſmena ! 
_ Farewel, Hippolitus. 5 
- | Hip. Iſmena, ſtay, 
Stay, hear me ſpeak ; or by th' inferaal powers 
FI not ſurvive the minute you depart. 
In. What would you ſay? ah! don't deceive my 
_ weakneſs. _ | | 
Hip. Deceive thee ! why, Iſmena, do you wrong me? 
Why doubt my faith ? O lovely, cruel maid ! 
Why wound my tender foul with harſh ſuſpicion ? 
Oh, by thoſe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 
I neither thought nor ſpoke, deſign'd nor promis'd 
To love, or wed the queen. 
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' Lin. Speak cn, my lord, 

My honeſt foul inclines me to believe thee ; 

And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd the. 
Hip. Then thus. I came and ſpake, but ſcarce of 

a love; 

The eaſy queen receiv'd my faint address 

With eager hope 1 faith, 

Lycon with ſeeming joy diſmiſs'd my guards; 


My gen'rous ſoul diſdain'd the mean decent, 


But ſtill deceiv'd her to obey Iſmena. 4 | 
Inn. Art thou then true? thou art, Oh, pardon me 
Pardon the errors of a ſilly maid, Do. 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealouſy; 

For ſtill that fear, that jealouſy was love. _ 
Haſte then, my lord, and fave yourſelf by flight: 
And when you're abſent, when your godlike form 
Shall ceaſe to chear forlorn Iſmena's ez es, 


Then let each day, each hour, each minute bring 


Some kind remembrance of your conſtant love; 
Speak of your health, your fortune, and your friends, 
(For ſure thoſe friends ſhall have my tender'ſt wiſhes): 
Speak much of all; but of thy dear, dear love, 
Speak much, ſpeak very much, but ſtill fpeak on. 
Hip. Oh! thy dear love ſhall ever be my theme ;, 
Of that alone Pl! talk the live-long day; 
But thus I'll talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes, 
Taſting the odors of thy fragrant boſom. 
Come then, to crown me with immortal joys, . 


Come, he the kind companion of my flight, 


Come, haſte with me to leave this fatal ſhore, . 

The bark before prepar'd for my departure 

Expetts its freight; an hundred luſty rowers 

Have wav'd their finewy arms, and call Hippolitus; 

The looſen'd canvas trembles with the wind, 

And the ſea whitens with auſpicious gales. - 
In. Fly then, my lord, and may the gods protect thee . 

Fly, ere inſidious Lycon work thy ruin; | 

Fly, ere my fondnels talk thy life away; 

Fly from the queen. 


Hip. But not from my Ifmena. 


1 hy do you force me from your heav'nly light, 


Wich thoſe dear arms that ought to claſp me to tace ?: 
B 5 Lin, 
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zz PHEDRA and HIPPOLITUS:. 
Lin. Oh, I cculd rave for ever at my fate ! 
And with alternate love and fear poſſeſs'd, 


Now force thee from my arms, now ſnatch thee tomy brea?, 


And tremble till you go, but die till you return. 

Nay, I could go. Ye gods, if I ſhould go, 

What would fame £ 3? if I ſhould fly alone 

With a ycung lovel y prince that charm'd my ſoul ? 
Hi. Gay you did well to fly a certain ruin, 

To fiy the fury of a queen incens'd, 


Jo crown with endleſs joys the youth that lov'd you. 


Oh! by the joys our mutual loves have brought, 

By the bleſt hours I've languiſli'd at your feet, 

Ey all the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 

Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. 
{/m. Hide me, ye pow 'rs! 1 never ſhall reſiſt. 
Hip. Will you refute me? can I leave behind me 

All that inſpires my ſoul, and chears my eyes? 

Will you not go? then here III wait my doom. 

Come, raving Phædra; bloody Lycon, come 

IJoſter to your rage this worthleſs life, 

Since *tis no longer my Iſmena's care. 
1m. Oh! hafte away, my lord, I go, I fly 

Thro' all the dangers of the boiſt rous deep. 

When the wind whiſtles thro? the crackling maſts, 

When thro' the yawning ſhip the foaming ſea 

Rows bubbling in; then, then Pll claſp thee faſt, 

And in tranſporting love forget my fear. 

Oh! I will wander thro? the Scythian gloom, 

O'er ice, and hills of everlaſting ſnow ; | | 

There when the horrid darkneſs ſhall encloſe "oy 

When the bleak wind ſhall chill my fhiv? ring ade, 

Thou ſhalt alone ſupply the didant ſun, 

And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 
Hip. Come, let's away, and like another Jaſon 

I'll bear my beauteous conqueſt thro? the ſeas : 

A greater treaſure, and a nobier prize 

Than he from Colchos bore. Sleep, ſleep in peace, 

Ye monſters of the woods, on Ida's top 

Securely roam; no more my early horn - 

Shall wake the lazy day. Tranſporting love 

Reigns in " heart, and makes me all its own. 
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go when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
The bleſt Adonis lan nguiſh'd 1 in her arms; 

His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 

His arrows ſcatter'd, and his bow unſtrung: 
©bſ:ure in coverts lie his dreaming hounds, 
And bay the fancy'd boar with 2eble ſounds 
For nobler ſports he quits the ſavage fields, 


And all the hero to the lover yields. 


The End of the Szcoxp AcT. 
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S 


1 III. 


Euter Lycon. 


Exc. LIJEar'n is at laſt appeas'd: the DALY ing gods 


i» 4 ls. . p 


Have heard our wiſhes, and auſpicious Jove 
Smiles on his native ile ; for Fhædra lives, 
Rettor'd to Crete, and to nericit, ſhe hves : 
jo; with freſh Rrength inf pires her drooping limbs, 
Revives her charms, and o' er her faded checks 
Spreads a freſh roſy bloom, as Kindly ſprings 
With genial heat renew the frozen earth, 
And paint its ſmiling face with gaudy flowre. 
But ſee ſhe comes, the beautcous Phedra comes. 


Eier Pha ara, 

How her eyes . parkle ! ! how their radiant beams 
Confeſs their thining anceſtor the ſun! 
Your cherms to-day will wound deſpairing crowd:, 
And give the pains you ſuffer'd: nay, Hippolitus, 
The fierce, the brave, th' inſenſible 'Hippolitus, 
Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, 
And 1n his turn adore. 

Phed. Tis flat ry all. 
Yet when you name the prince, that flatt'rp's pleaſing; 
eu 


Drove tow'rd the port, 
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You wiſk it ſo, poor good old man, you wiſh 1t. 

The fertile province of Cydonia's thine : 

Is there aught elſe ? has happy Phædra aught 

In the wide circle of her far-{tretch'd empire? 

Aſc, take, my friend, ſecure of no repulſe. 

Let ſpacious Crete thro” all her hundred cities 

Reſound her Phædra's joy. Let altars ſmoak, 

And richeſt gums, and ſpice, and incenſe roll 

Their fragrant wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heav'n, 

Which gives Hippolitus to Phædra's arms. 

Set all at large, and bid the loathſome dungeons 

Give up the meagre ſlaves that pine in darkneſs _ 

And waſte in grief, as did deſpairing Phædra: 

Let them be 3 let the ſtarv'd priſoners riot, 

And glow with gen'rous wine. Let ſorrow ceaſe, 

| Tet none be wretched, none, ſince Phædra's happy. 
But now he comes, and with an equal paſſion 

Rewards my flame, and ſprings into my arms! 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Say, where's the prince ? 
.. He's no where to be found. 
Pbæd. Perhaps he hunts. W 
| Meg. He hunted not to-day. 


Pbeed. Ha! have you ſearch'd the walks, the courts, 


the temples? 
A.. Search'd all in vain. 
P)bæd. Did he not hunt to-day ? 
Alas! you told me once before he did not: 
My heart miſgives me. 5 
Luc. So indeed doth mine. 
Pherd. Could he deceive me? could that godlike 
youth i” 
Defign the ruin of a queen that loves him? 
Oh! he's all truth, his words, his looks, his eyes, 
{pen to view his inmoſt thoughts.----He comes. 
Ela! who art thou? whence com'ſt thou? where's Hip- 
politus? | | 
M.. Madam, Hippolitus with fair Iſmena 
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That lov'd the hero, ſacrifce the villain. 
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4 Phed. With fair Iſmena ! | 
P.. urſt be her cruel beauty, curſt her charms, 
urſt all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe endearments. 
That heav'nly virgin, that exalted goodneſs, 
Could ſee me tortur'd with deſpairing love, 
Wich artful tears could moura my monſtrous ſuff' rings, 
While her baſe malice plotted my deſtruction. 
Lyc. A thouſand — we crowd upon my ſoul, 
4” hat evidence their love. 
; Phed. Yes, yes, they love; 
Why elſe ſhould he refuſe my proffer'd bed ? EE. 
Why ſhould one warm'd with youth, and thirſt of glory, 
Diſdain a foul, a form, a crown like mine? | 
Lyc. Where, Lycon, where was then thy boaſted cun- 
ning ? 


3 Dull, thoughtleſs wretch! ! 


Phed. O pains unfelt before! 


f The grief, deſpair, the agonies, and pangs, 
All the wild fury of diſtracted love, 


Are nought to this.-----Say, famous politician, 


Where, when, and how did their firit paſſion rife ? 


Where did they breathe their ſighs ? what ſhady groves, 

What gloomy woods, conceal'd their hidden loves ? 

Alas! they hid it not; the well-pleas'd ſun 

With all his beams ſurvey'd their guiltleſs flame; 

Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted ſighs, 

And Ida echo'd their endearing accents. 

While I, the ſhame of nature, hid in darkneſs, 

Far from the balmy air and cheering light, 

Preſt down my ſighs, and dry'd my falling tears, 

Search'd a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 
Lyc. Now ceaſe that grief, and let your injur'd love 

Contrive due vengeance ; let majeſtic Phædra, 


Then haſte, ſend forth your miniſters of vengeance, 
To ſnatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 4 
And force him trembling to your awful preſence. 
Phed. O rightly thought Diſpatch th attending 
guards; | 
Bid them bring forth their inſtruments of death ; 


Darts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 3 | 


26 PH DRA and HIPPOLIT us. 
And hurl ſwift vengeance on the perjur'd ſlave. 
Where am I, Gods ? what is't my rage commands? 


Evn now he's gone; cv'n now the well-tim'd oars 
With ſounding ſtrokes divide the ſparkling waves 
And happy gales afiiit their ſpeedy flight. ; 
Now they embrace, and ardent love enflames 
Their fluſhing cheeks, and trembles in their eyes, 
Now they expoſe my weakneſs and my crimes; 
Now to the ſporting croud they tell my follies. 


Exter Cratander, 


Crat. Sir, as I went to ſeize the perſons order'd, 


I met the prince, and with him fair Iſmena ; 


| 5 
I ſeiz'd the prince, who now attends without. 


Phed, Haite, bring him in. 
Lyc. Be quick and ſeize Iſmena. 


Enter Hippolitus, 


Phezd. Couldſt thou deceive me? could a fon of The- 


ſeus 


Stoop to fo mean, fo baſe 2 vice as fraud ? 


13 


Nay, act ſuch monſtrous perfidy, yet ſtart 
From promis'd love? 
Hip. My foul diſdain'd a promiſe. 
Phed. But yet your falſe equivocating tongue, 
Your locks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion promis'd. 
But you are ripe in frauds, and learn'd in falſhoods. 
Look down, O Theſeus, and behold thy ſon, 
As Sciron faithleſs, as Procruſtes crue!. 
arg 2 es, the tyrants, all the monſters, 
rom which thy valo : JANING e 
y hy valour purg d the groaning earth; 
ehold them all in thy own ſon reviv'd. 


Hip. Touch not my glory, leſt you ſtain your own: 


I ſtill have ſtrove to make my gloricus father 
Bluſh, yet rejoice to ſee himſelf outdone ; 
To mix my parents in my lineal virtnes, 
As Theſeus juſt, and as Camilla chaſte. 


| * Phæ d. The godlike Theſeus never was thy parent. 
Do, twas ſome monthly Cappadocian drudge, 
Odedient to the ſcourge, and beaten to her arms, 
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| B }230t thee, traitor, on the chaſte Camilla. 
3 Camilla chaſte! an Amazon and chaſte! 


That quits her ſex, and yet retains her virtue. 


See the chaſte matron mount the neighing ſteed; 
In ſtrict embraces lock the Gruggling warrior, 
And chooſe the lover in the ſturdy foe. 


Enter Niger, and ſeems to talk earneſtly with Lycon, 


27. 


Hip. No; ſhe refus'd the vows of godlike Theſeus, 


' And choſe to ſtand his arms, not meet his love; 
And doubtful was the fight. The wide Thermedoon 
' Heard the huge firokes reſound ; its frighted waves 
Convey'd the Tattling din to diſtant ſnores, 
While the alone ſupported all his war; 
Nor till ſhe ſank beneath bis thund' ring arm, . 
Beneath which warlike nations bow'd, would vield 
To honeſt wiſh'd-for love. 

Phed. Net fo her ſon; 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames, 
On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy father's perſon and his blood; 
Hated by him, of kindred yet more ha 24 
The laſt of all the wicked race he ruin'd. 


In vain a fierce ſueceſſive hatred reign'd 


Between your fires ; in vain, like Cadmus race, 
With mingled blood they dy'd the bluſhing earth. 

Hip. In vain indeed, ſince now the war is o'er: 
We, like the Theban race, agree to love, 


And by our mutual flames and future off - ſpring, 


Atone for ſlaughter paſt. 

Phed. Your future off-ſpring! 
Heav'ns! what a medly's this ? what dark confuſion, 
Of blood and death, of murder and relation! 
What joy 't had been to old diſabbed Theſeus, 
When he ſhou'd take the off-ſpring in his arms ? 
Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 

And be upbraided with his grandire's fate. 

On, barb'rous youth ! 

Lyc. Too barbarous I fear. 
Perhaps e'en now his faction's up in arms, 
Since waving croyds roll onwards tow'rds the palace, 


49 | And 
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And rend the city with tumultuous clamour: ! 


Perhaps to murder Phædra and her fon, 


And give the crown to him and his Iſmena: 


Iſmena brought in. 


Phd. What! the kind Iſmena, 
That nurs'd me, watch'd my ſickneſs! oh, ſhe watch'd me, 
As rav'nous vultures watch the dying lion, DE 


To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 


Hark, hark, my little infant cries for juſtice ! 


Oh! be appeas'd, a babe, thou ſhalt have juſtice, 


Now all the ſpirits of my godlike race 

Enflame my foul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
Ariamnes, Minos, Jove, it avenging Sun, 

Inſpire my fury, and demand my juſtice. 

Oh ! you ſhall have it; thou, Minos, ſhalt. applaud it 
Yes, thou ſhalt copy it in their pains below. 

Gods of revenge, ariſe. He comes, he comes ; 
And ſhoots himſelf thro? all my kindling blood. 

I have it here. Now, baſe perfidious wretch, 


* 
* 


Now ſigh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 


Ves, your Iſmena ſhall appeaſe my vengeance. 
Iſmena dies; and thou her pitying lover 


Docm'd her to death. — Thou too ſhalt ſee her bleed, 


See her convulſive pangs, and hear her dying groans : 
Go, glut thy eyes with thy ador'd Iſmena, 9 
And laugh at dying Phædra. 
Hip. Oh, Iſmena! 

Jin. Alas! my tender foul would ſhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath its pains, 
Ia any cauſe but this. — But now I'm ſtecl'd, 
And the near danger leſſens to my fight. 


| Now, if I live, *tis only for Hippolitus, 


nd with an equal joy I'll die to fave him, 


Len for his ſake I'll go a willing ſhade, 
And wait his coming in th' Elyſian fields; 


And there enquire of each deſcending ghoſt 
_f my lov'd hero's welfare, life, and honour: 
hat dear remembrance will improve the bliſs, 


> 
* 


[ Exit. 
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Hie. O heav'nly virgin! [ 44.) O imperial Phædrs, 
Let your rage fall on this devoted head; 
| But ſpare, oh! ſpare a guiltleſs virgin's life: 
Exit Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue; 
Th ink with what warm compaſſion the hemoan'd you; 
Ihink how the ferv'd and watch'd you in your licknels ! 
How ev'ry riſing and deſcerding ſun 
| | Saw kind Iſmena watching o'er the queen, 
me * only promis d, I alone deceiv'd you; 
An 1, and only I, Mould feel your juſtice. 
Ii. Oh! by thoſe pow'rs to whom I ſoon muſt anſwer 
For all my faults; by that bright arch of Heav'n 
I now laſt ſec, I wrought | him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by ex'ry female art, 
F Vor rought his diſdaining ſoul to falſe compliance. 
lde fon of Theſeus could not think of fraud ; 
Twas woman all. 
f Phzd. I ſee twas woman all: 
And woman's fraud ſhould meet with woman's vengeanc?. 
But yet thy coursge, truth, and virtue ſhock me: 
A love ſo warm, ſo firm, ſo like my own. . 
Oh! had the gods fo pleas'd, had bounteous Hear n 
Beſtow'd Hippolitus on Phædra's arms, 
So had I ſtood the ſhock of angry fate; 
So had I giv'n my life with joy to fave him. 
Hip. And can you doom her death? can Minos“ 
daughter 
Condemn the virtue which her ſoul admires ? 
Are not you Phædra? once the boaſt of fame, 
Shame of our ſex, and pattern of your own. 
_ Phed. Am TI that Phædra? no; another ſoul. 
Informs my alter'd frame. Could elſe Iſmena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deſerve. my love ? 
Aid me, ye gods, ſupport my finking glory, 
Rẽſtore my reaſon, and confirm my virtue. 
7 Yet, is my rage unjuſt? then, why was Phædra 
Reſcu'd for torment, and preſerv'd for pain? 
Why did you raiſe me to the height of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and ſtorms below, 
To daſh and break me on the ground for ever? 
Lin. Was it not time to urge him to compliance, 
At leaſt to feign it, when perſidious Lycon | 
Confin'd 
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Confin'd his perſon, and conſpir'd his deat) ? 


Phæd. Conſin'd and doom'd to death ! 
Lycon! 15 8 | 
Could! have doom'd thy death? could theſe ſad e. 
That lov'd thee living, e'er behu!d thee dead? 
Vet thou couldſt fee me die without concern, 
Rather than ſave a wretched queen from ruin, 
Elie could you chocle to truſt the warring winds, 
The ſwelling waves, the rocks, the faitiiicis ſands, 
And all the raging monſters of the deep? 
Oh! think you {ce me on the naked ſhore ; 
Think how I ſcream and tear my ſcatt rd hair ; 
Break from th' embreces of my ſhirieking maids, 
And harrow on the ſand my blee 230 boom; 
Then catch with wide-tretch'd arms the em pty billows, 
And hkcadlong plunge into the gaping deep. 
Hip. O diſmal ſtate! 1ay bleeding heart relents, 
And all my thoughts diſſolve in tender'it pity. 
Phed. If you can pity, oh! refute not love; 
But ſtoop to rule in Crete, the ſeat of herces, 
And nurſery of gods. A h..ndred cities 
Court thee for lord, where the rich buſy crouds 
Struggle for paſſage thro? the ſpacious ftreets ; 
Where thouſand ſhips o'erſhade the leſſ'ning main, 
And tire the lab'ring wind. The ſuppliant nations 
Bow to its enfigns, and with lower'd fails 
Confeſs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 
The winds ſha!l blow, and the vaſt ocean roll. 
For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian warriors 
From twanging yews ſhall ſend their fatal ſhafts. 


r,a0 
Tom 


Hip. Then let me march their leader, not their prince; 


And at the head of your renown'd Cydonians 
Brandiſh this tar-fam'd ſword of conqu'ring Theſcus ; 
That 1 may ſhake th' Egyptian tyrant's yoke | 
From Aua's neck, and fix it on his own; 


That willing nations may obey your laws, 
And your bright anceſtor, the ſun, may ſhine 
On nought but Phædra's empire. 


Phaed. Why not thine ? 


Doſt thou fo far deteſt my Proffer'd bed, 


As to refuſe my crown ? 


() cruel vouth * 
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y all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me, 


O caſe, at leaſt once more delude, my ſorrows. 


For your dear fake I've loſt my darling honcur; 
For you but now I gave my ſoul to death; 


„ 


Por you Pd quit my cro. vn, and ſtoop nene tn 
* ne happy bondage of an humble wife 
Vith"thee I'd climb the ſteepy Ida's . 
Aud in the ſcorching heat and chilling dewe, 
O'er hills, o'er vales, purſue the ſh laggy lion. 
Careleſs of danger, and of waſting tcl, 
Of pinching hunger, and impatient neſts 
III find all joys in thee. 
lig. Why ſtoops the queen 
To aſk, intreat, to ſupplicate, and pray, 
1'0 proſtitute her crown and ſex's honour, _ 5 
Jo one whoſe humble thoughts can only riſe 
To be your ſlave, not lord! J 
Phaed. And 15 that all ? 
Gods! does he deign to force an artful groan ? 
Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes, | 
Hard as his native rocks, cold as his ſword, 
Fierce as the wolves that howl'd around his birth ? 
i112 hates the tyrant, and the ſuppliant ſcorns. 
O Heav'n! O Minos! O imperial Jove ! 
Do ye not bluſh at my degenerate weakneſs ? 
Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble paſſions, ly ; 
Hence from my ſonl——'Tis gone, 'tis fled for ever, 
And Heav'n inſpires my thoughts with righteous ven- 
geance. 
Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my offer'd love; 


| Catches Flip. ſword to flab hen ſal | 
Now, all ye kindred gods, look down and fee - 
IIow Pl revenge you, and myſelf, on Phædra. 


Eater Lycon, and ſuatebes away the fevords 


Lyc. Horror on horror! Theſeus is return'd. 

Phed. Theſeus! then what have I to do with life? 
May I be firatch'd with winds, by earth o'erwhelm'd,. 
Rather than view the face of injur'd Theſeus. 1 
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Now wider ſtill my growing horrors ſpread, 
My tame, my virtue, nay, my phrenzy's fled : 
Then view thy wretched blood, imperial Jove, 
If crimes enrage you, or misfortunes move; 
On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 


Me if your anger ſpares, your pity ſhould deſtroy. 


| | Runs off, 

Lyc. This may do ſervice yet. | 
| [ [l'Exit Lycon, carries eff the ſavord,. 
Hip. Is he return'd ? thanks to the pitying gods! 


Shall I again behold his awful eyes ? 

Again be folded in his loving arms? 

Yet in the midit of joy I fear for Phædra; 

] fear his warmth and unrelenting juſtice. 

Oh! ſhould her raging paſſion reach his ears, 

His tender love, by anger fir'd, would turn 

'To burning rage; as ſoft Cydonian oil, 

V hoſe balmy juice glides o'er th' untaſting tongue, 
+ Yet touch'd with fire, with hotteſt flames will blaze. 
Est ch, ye pow'rs! I ſee his godlike form, 

DO extaſy of joy! he comes, he comes. 

Is it my lord? my father? oh! 'tis he: 

I I fee him, touch him, feel his known embraces ; 


| See all the father in his joyful eyes. 


Enter Theſeus, with others, 


Where have you been, my lord? what angry demon 
Nd you from Crete? from me? what god has ſav'd you? | 


Did not Philotas ſee you fall? oh, anſwer me; 


VI 


| 


And then Vll ak a thouſand queſtions more. 


The/. No; bus to ſave my life I feign'd my death; 


My horſe and well-known arms confirm'd the tale, 


N And hinder'd farther ſearch. This honeſt Greek 
Conceal'd me in his houſe, and cur'd my wounds; 
Hrocur'd a veſſel, and, to bleſs me more, 


+ Accompanied my flight 
But this at leiſure. * 


» 


Wh 1-13; 
Fa 


Let me now indulge. 


A father's fondneſs ; let me ſnatch thee thus, 
Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, ſuch, was I 
| [Embraces Hippolitus. 
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F\\ hen firſt I ſaw thy mother, chaſte Camilla; 
And much ſhe lov'd me. Oh, did Phædra view me 
S$\\ith half that fondneſs ! But ſhe's ſtill unkind, 


Elſe haſty joy had brought her to theſe arms, 
o welcome me to liberty, to life, 
And make that life a bleſſing. Come, my ſon, 


et us to Phædra. 
Hip. Pardon me, my lord, 
oe. Forget her former treatment; ſhe's too 
Still to perſiſt in hatred to my fon, Te 
Hip. Oh! let me fly from Crete, —from you, [A/ide.] 
and Phædra. | 
T he/. My ſon, what means this turr ? this ſudden ſtart ? 


g Why would you fly from Crete, and from your father? 


Hip. Not from my father, bur from lazy Crete ; 


To follow danger, and acquire renown 5 
To quell the monkers that eſcap'd your ſword, 
And make the world confeſs me Theſeus' fon. 


Thy. What can this coldneſs mean ?---Retire, my ſon, 
[Exit Hippchtus, 


3 While I attend the queen. _— What ſhock is this ? 
Why trembie thus my limbs? why faints my heart? 
Why am I tarilPd with fear, till now unknown? 


Where's now the joy, the extaſy, and tranſport, 
That warm'd my foul, and urg'd me cn to Phadra ? 


Oh, had I never lov'd her, I'd been bleſt. 


Sorrow and joy in love alternate reign z 

Sweet is the bliſs, diſtracting is the pain. 

So when the Nile its fruitful deluge ſpreads, 

And genial heat informs its ſlimy beds; _ 

Here yellow harveſts crown the fertile plais, 

There monſtrous ſerpents fright the lab'ring ſwain: 
A various product fills the fatten'd ſand, 

And the ſame floods enrich and curſe the land. 


The End of the Tir Acr. 
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. 


Enter Lycon /olus. 


Le. 
To ward my foes revenge, and finiſh mine 

And ſhake that empire which I can't poſſeſs. 

But then the gueen---ſhe dies why let her die; 

Let wide deſtruction ſeize on all together, 

So Lycon live A fafe triumphtaat exile, 

Great in diſgrace, and envied in his fail. 

The queen! tnen try thy art and Vork her paſiions, 


Euter Phædra and Atiendants, 


Draw her to act what moſt her ſoul abhors, 
Poſleis her whole, and ſpeak thyſelf in Phadra. 
Pöæd. Off, let me looſe; why, cruel barb'rous maids, 

Why am I barr'd from death, the common refuge, 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable arms for all ? | 
Why mutt J drag th' inſufferable load 
Of foul diſhonour, and deſpairing love ? 
O length of pain! am I ſo often dying, | 
And yet not dead? feel I ſo oft death's pangs, 
Nor once can find its caſe ? | 

Lyc. Would you now die? 


Now quit the field to your inſulting foe ? 


Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaſted name 
Ages to come, the univerſe ſhall learn 


The wide immortal infamy of Phædra: 


And the poor babe, the idol of your foul, 

The lovely image of your dear dead lord, 

Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes ; 

Shall bear your ſhame, ſhall ſink beneath your faults, 
Inherit your diſgrace, but not your crown. 

_ Pheg. Muſt he too fall, involv'd in my deſtruction, 
And only live to curſe the name of Phzdra ? 

O dear, unhappy babe! muſt I bequeath thee 

Only a ſad inheritance of woe? 


Gods! 


ls may gain timeꝰ till all my wealth's embark'd, 
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7004s! cruel gods! can't all my pains atone, 
Haleſs they reach my infant's guiltleſs head? 
O Ur eſtate! when life's ſo ſharp 2 torment, 
d death itſelr can't eaſe ? —Aſſiſt me, Lycon; 
\dviſe, ſ>eak comfort to my troubled foul. 
oh ic. Tis you muſt drive that woable from your ſoul; 


— 


1 | 


1 
; | 
| 
| 
| 
9 
i 
1 
1 
i 
1 


—— 


r. 2s 


| * wan ir ring o'er their banks i in other r channel; flow; s 
J 55 muſt you bend vour thoughts from hopeleſs love, 
J <> turn their courſe to Theſzus' happy boſom, 
And crown his eager hopes with with'd enjoyment : 
hen with ſreſh charms adorn your troubled looks, 
Diſplay the beauties firſt inſpir'd his foul, 
doothe with your voice, and woo him with your ey es. 
Phd. Impoſible ! ! what, wo9 him with theſe eyes, 
Still wet with tears that flow'd—-but not for Theſeus? 
This tongue, ſo us'd to ſound another name? 
Maat, take him to my arms? O awful Juno! 
Touch, love, careſs him, while my wand” ring fancy 
On other objects ſtrays ? a lewd adultreſs 
In the chaſte bed? and in the father's arms, 
(O horrid thought! O execrable inceſt!) 
Ev'n in the father's arms, embrace the ſon? 
Lyc. Vet you muſt ſee him, let impatient love 
Should urge his temper to too nice a ſearch, 
And ill-tim'd abſence ſhould diſcloſe your crime. 
Phed. Could I, when preſent to his awful eyes, 
Conceal the wild diſorders of my ſoul ? 
Would not my groans, my looks, my ſpeech betray me? 
1 betray thee, Phædra! then thou'rt not betray'd. 
Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals thee; 
hy pious love and moſt endearing goodneſs 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to ſilence. 
O wretched Phædra! O ill-guarded ſecret * 
To foes alone diſclos'd ! 
Lyc. 1 needs muſt fear them, 
Spite of their vows, their oaths, their imprecations, 
Phed. Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail? 
I too have ſworn, ev'n at the altar ſworn, 
Eternal love and endleſs faith to Theſeus; 
And yet am falſe, forſworn: The hallow'd ſhrine | 
| | That 
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That heard me ſwear, is witneſs to my falſhood. 
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'The youth, the very author of my crimes, 


Ev'n he ſhall tell the fault himſelf inſpir'd; 


The fatal eloquence that charm'd my ſoul 


hall laviea all its art to my deſtruction. | ; 
4c. Oh, he will tell it all ——Deftruction ſeize him. 


With ſeeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more to blacken, will excuſe your folly 


Falſe tears thall wet his unrelenting eyes, 
And his glad heart with artful ſighs ſhall heave 


Tnen Thetcus How will indignation ſwell 
His mighty heart? how his majeſtic frame 


Will ſhake with rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent ? 


How he'll expoſe you to the public ſcorn, 


And loathing crowds hall murmur out their horror? 
'Taen the ferce Scvthian----now methinks I ſee 


_ His fiery eyes with ſullen pleaſures glow, 


Survey your tortures, and inſult your pangs; 
I ice him, ſmiling on the pleas'd Iſmena, 
Point out with ſcorn the once- proud tyrant Phædra. 
Phed. Curſt be his name! may infamy attend him! 
May ſwift deſtruction fall upon his head, 
Hurl'd by the hand oi thoſe he moſt adores. 
Lyc. By Heav'n, prophetic truth inſpires your tongue : 


He ſhall endure the ſhame he means to give; 


And all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With juſt revenge, ſhall Theſeus turn on him. 

Phæd. Is't poſſible? O Lycon! O my refuge! 
O good old man ! thou oracle of wiſdom! 


Declare the means, that Phædra may adore thee. 


Lyc. Accuſe him firſt. 
3 Phed. O Heav'ns! accuſe the guiltleſs ? 
| Lyc, Then be accus'd; let Theſeus know your crime; 
Let laſting infamy o'erwhelm your glory ; | 
Let your foe triumph, and your 9 fall 
Shake off this idle lethargy of pity; _ 
With ready war prevent th' invading foe, _ 
Preſerve your glory, and ſecure your vengeance z 
Be yours the fruit, ſecurity, and ea, 
The guilt, the danger, and the labour mine. 
Pha d. Heav'ns ! Theſeus comes, 
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Enter Theſeus. 


Lyc. Declare your laſt reſolves, 
| Phed. Do you reſolve, for Phzdra can do nothing. 
n. [Exit Phd, 
Lyc. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love, 
Now raiſe his pity, now enflame his r * 
Quicken his hopes, then quaſh em wi deſpair; 
Work his tumultuous paſſions into phrenzy ; 
Unite them all, then turn them on the foe. 
Te. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Phzcra ? 
Does ſhe ſtill ſhun me? Oh, injurious Heav'n! 
Why did you give me back again to life? 
Why did you ſave me from the rage of battle, 
To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? 
Lyc. Her hatred! no; ſhe loves you with ſuch fondneſs 
As none but that of Theſeus e'er could equal : 
Let ſo the gods have doom'd, fo Heay'n will have it, 
She ne'er muſt view her much-lov'd Theſeus more. 
The/. Not ſee her! By my ſuff' rings but I will, 
Tho” troops embattled ſhould oppoſe my paſſage, 
And ready death ſhould guard the fatal way. 
Not ſee her! oh! Pl claſp her in theſe arms, 
Break thro? the idle bands that yet have held me, 
And ſeize the joys my honeſt love may claim. 
Lyc. Is this a time for joy, when Phædra's grief 
7 7559. Is this a time for grief? is this my welcome 
To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete? 
Not this 1 hop'd, when urg'd by ardent love, 
| wing'd my eager way to Phzdra's arms; 
Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phadrs flew, .. 
„ With open arms to welcome my return; 3 
With kind endearing blame condemn'd my raſhneſs, 
And made me {wear to venture out no more. 
Oh! my warm ſoul, my boiling fancy glow'd 
With charming hopes of yet-untafed joys ; 
New pleaſures fill'd my mind; all dangers, pains, 
Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were loſt. 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager love? 
Purſue me ſtill with unrelenting hatred ? 
2e: C Inrent 


— 
7 Y 


8 pH DRA and HIPPOLITUS. 


avent new pains ? deteſt, loath, ſnun my ſight? 
ly my eturn, and ſorro for my ſafety ? 
Lyc. Oh, think not ſo! for, by th' unerring gods, 
When firſt I told her of your wiſh'd return, 
When the lov'd name of Theſeus reach'd her ears, 
Ad that dear name ſhe rear'd her drooping head, 
iceble ig hm „and wat'ry eyes to Heav'n, 
To bleſs the bounteous gods : at that dear name 
The raging g tempeſt of der grief was calmd; 
Her Hg 15 were huſh'd, ard ? tears forgot to flow. 
2%. Did my return bring comfort to her ſorrow ? 

Ten haſte, conduct me to the love! ly mourner. 

On, I wall kiſs the pearly drops away; 

Suck from her roſy lips the fragrant fighs ; ; 

With other ſighs her panting breaſt ſhall heave, 

S ith other de ws her 1w1mming eyes ſhall melt, 
With other pangs her throbbing heart ſhall beat, 
And all her ſorrows ſhall be loſt in love. 

Lic. Does Theſeus burn with ſuch unheard-of paſſion ? 
And muf not ſhe with out- ſtretch'd arms receive him? 
And with an equal ardor meet his vows ? 

The vows of one ſo dear! O righteous gods! 

Why muit the bleeding heart of Theſeus bear 
Such tort'ring pangs ? while Phzdra, dead to love, 
Now with accuiing eyes on angry Heay'n 
Stedfaitly gazes, and upbraids the gods; 

Now with dumb piercing grief and humble ſhame, 


Fixes her gloomy watry orbs to earth; 
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Now burſt with ſwelling anguiſh, rends the ſkies 


With loud complaints of her outrageous wrongs. 
Te. W rongs! is ſhe wrong'd? and lives he yet who 
v. rong'd her? | 

Eye. Be lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 

127 Phadra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh revenge. 

74 /. Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge his Phædra? 
Soc s! ſhall this arm, renown'd for righteous vengeance, 
Lor queliing t tyrants, and redreſſing wrongs, 

Now fail? now nrit, when Phædra's injur'd, fail ? 
y 85 eas, Ly con, haſte, declare the ſecret villain, 
he wretch fo meanly baſe to injure Phædra, 

So raſhly brave to dare the ſword of Theſeus. 
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Lyc. I dare not ſpeak, but ſure her wrongs are mighty. 
The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 
Her ſighs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears 
Malze me ſuſpect her monſtrous grief will end her. 
The). End her! end Theſeus firſt, and all mankind; 
: at moſt that villain, that deteſted ſlave, 
Taat brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch. 
Lyc. Oh, noble heat of unexampled love! 
This Phædra hop'd, when, in the midſt of grief, 
In the wild torrent of o 'erwhelming ſorrows, 
She groaning ſtill invok'd, ſtill call'd on Theſeus. 
F be 7 Did ſhe then name me? did the weeping charmer 
invoke my name, and call for aid on 'Theſeus ? 
On! that lov'd voice upbraided my delay. _ 
Why then this ſtay ? I come, I fly, O Phædra! 
Lead on. Now, dark diſturber of my peace, 
It now chou rt known, what luxury of — ooo 
8s 3laſte, lead, conduct me. 
2 Lyc. Oh! I beg you ſtay. 
a Theſ. What, 5 when Phædra calls ? 
Lyc. Oh! on my knees, 
By all the gods, my lord, I beg you ſtay; 
As you reſpect your peace, your life, your glory ; 
As3 Phædra's days are precious to your ſoul ; 
By all your love, by all her ſorrows, ſtay. 
The/. Where lies the danger? wherefore mould! ſtay ? 
Luc. Your ſudden preſence would ſurprize her ſoul, 
Renew the galling 1 image of her wrong, 
Revive her ſorrow, indignation, ſhame; 
And all your ſon would ſtrike her from your eyes. 
0 7 be /. My fon! But he's too good, too brave to 
: wrong her. 
hence then that ſhocking haves: that a ſurprize, 
| 11 hat fright that ſeiz'd him at the name of Phædra? 
? Lyc. Was he ſurpriz'd ? that ſhew'd at leaſt remor e. 
„ HF _ The/. Remorſe! for what? by Heay'ns, my troubled 
thoughts 
Preſage ſome dire attempts. Say, what remorſe? 
Lyc. T would not- yet I muſt: This you command; 
This Phædra orders; thrice her fault'ring tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty ſcene to Theſeus; 
- 8 | | C 2 Thrice 
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Thrice with loud cries recalPd me on my way, 
And blam'd my ipeed, and chid my raſh obedience, 


Leſt the unwelcome tale ſhould wound your peace. 


At laſt, with looks ſerenely ſad, ſhe cried, 


Go tell it all; but in ſuch artful words, 
Such tender accents, and ſuch melting ſounds, 
As may appeaſe his rage, and move his pity ; 
As may incline him to forgive his ſon 
A grievous fault, but fall a fault of love. | 
Te. Of love! what ftrange ſuſpicions rack my ſoul ! 
As you regard my peace, declare what love? 
Lc. So urg'd, 1 muſt declare. 
Why muſt I ſpeak? why muſt unwilling Lycon 


Accuſe the prince of impious love to Phædra? 


Thc/. Love to his mother! to the wife of Theſeus! 
Lyc. Yes; at the moment firit he view'd her eyes, 


Ev'n at the altar, when you Join'd your hands, 


His eaſy heart receiv'd the guiity flame, 
Ard from that time he preſt her with his paſſion. 
The/. Then *twas for this ſhe baniſn'd him from Crete; 
I chought it hatred all. O righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me, Heav'n, forgive me, injur'd Phzdra, 
That I in ſecret have condemn'd thy juſtice. 
Oh! 'twas all juſt, and Theſeus ſhall revenge, 
Ev'n on his ſon, revenge his Phædra's wrongs. 
Lyc. V nat caſy tools are theſe blunt honeſt heroes, 


| Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hook, 


Prever.t the bait the ſtateſman's art prepares, 
And poſt to ruin.----Go, believing fool, 


Go act thy far-fam'd juſtice on thy ſon 
Next on th y„ſelf, and both make way i Lycon. [Afde. 


Tech. Ea! am] ſure ſhe's wrong'd ? perhaps 'tis malice. 
Slave, make it cle 


ar, make good your accuſation, 
Or treble fury ſhall revenge my ſon. | 


Ly:. Aml then doubted ? and can faithful Lycon 
Be though}: t to forge ſuch execrable falſhoods ? 
Gods! when the queen unwillingly complains, 

Can you ſuſpe her truth? O godlike Theſeus! 
Is tits the love you bear unhappy Phædra? 

is this her hop'd-for aid? Go, wretched matron, 
Sigl to the winds, and rend the * Heav'ns 


Yet, pitying Heav'n! 
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And prove he aim'd at force 2s well as inceſt. 


Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haſt fulfill'd 


Oh! had you ſeen her, when UW affrighted youth 


That with new pains would wound her tender! breall. 
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With thy vain ſorrows ; fince relentleſs Theſeus, 
Thy hope, thy refuge, Theſeus, will not hear tbee. 

7 be/. Not hear my 8 dra! not revenge her wrongs : 
Speak, make thy proofs, and then his doom's as fixt, 
As when Jove ſpeaks, and high Olympus ſhakes, 

And fate his voice obevs. 

Lyc. Bear witneſs, Heav'n ! 
With what reluctance I pro: dace this ſword, 
This fatal proof againſt ti unhappy prince, 
Leſt it ſhould work your juſtice to his ruin, 


ta b N 
— audi. 4 — ————_— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Theſ. Gods; *tis illuſion all! Is this the ſword 
By which Procruſtes, Scyron, Pallas fell ? 
Is this the weapon which my Carling fon 
Swore to employ in nought but acts of honour ? 


Thy gen'rous promiſe. Oh, molt injur'd Phædra! 
Why did I truſt to his deceitful form? 
Why blame thy juſtice, or ſaipeR thy truth? 

Lyc. Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
Seen his arm lock'd in her diſhevell'd hair, 
That weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling boſom, 
Whilſt ſhe with ſcreams refus'd his impious love, 
Entreating death, and riſing to the wound! 


Retir'd at your approach; had you then ſeen her, 

In the chaſte tranſports | of be coming fury, 

Seize on the ſword to pierce her gulltleſs boſora ; ; 

Had you ſeen this, you could not doubt her truth. 
The/. Oh, impious monſter ! oh, forgive me, Fhædra! 

And may the gods inſpire my injur'd ſoul 

With equal vengeance that may ſuit his crimes. 


Lyc. For Phadra s ſake forbear to talk of Vengeance ; 3 


Send him away from Crete, and by his abſence 
Give Phædra quiet, and afford him mercy. _ 

Theſ. Mercy! for what? oh! well has he rewarded 
Poor Phædra's mercy.—0 "og barb*rous traitor ! 
To wrong ſuch beauty, and inſult ſuch goodneſs. 
Mercy! what's that? a virtue coin'd by villains, 
Who praiſe the weakneſs which ſupports their crime. 
C 3 
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Enter H ippolitus. 


7½¼. Vet can it be ?—s5 this th' inceſtuous villain? 
How great his preſence, how erect his look, 
love ev'ry grace, how all his virtuous mother 
Shines in his face, and charms me from his eyes! 
0 ee | O great founder of cur race! 
Why was he fram'd with ſuch a godlike look ? 
WI hy wears he not ſome moſt deteſted form, 
Baleſul to ſight, as horrible to thought; 
That I might act my juſtice without grief, 
Poniſſi the "vill: in, nor regret the ſon ? 

Hit, May I P. eſume to aſc, what ſecret care 
Nr zods in your breaſt, and clouds your royal brow ? 
r awiul eyes thoſe angry beams, 
politus they us'd to chear ? 

ef "Anfver me firtt, When call'd to wait on Phædra, 

Vhat ſudden fear ſurpriz'd your troubled ſou] ? 
W hy did your ebbing blood forſake your checks ? 

Vky £14 you haften from your father's arms, 
To hun the queen your duty bids you pleale ? 

Hip. My lord, to pleaſe the queen I'm forc'd to ſhun her, 
And keep this hated object from her ſight. 
the cauſe of her invet'rate hatred ? 
Hip. My lord, as yet I never gave her cauſe, - 
The/. O were it ſo! ¶ {fge.] When laſt did you attend 
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T hel. Say, what's 


. her? 


Hi. When laſt attend her !---O unhappy queen! 
| Your error's known, yet I diſdain to wrong you, 
Or to betray a fault myſelf have caus'd. 


When laſt attend her? 


T he/. Anſwer me directly; 
Nor dare to trifle with your father's rage. 
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Be mute, and fly, leſt when my rage is rous'd, 

Thou tor thyſelf in vain implore my mercy. 
Lc. Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou dot, 
fore than I do the juſtice thou'rt fo fond of, 

Now come, young hero, to thy ſather's arms, 

Receive the due reward of haughty virtue; 

Now boaſt thy race, and laugh at earth-born Lycon. [£x. 
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Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juſt. 


To hunt thro' bloody fields the chace of glory, 


Gods, how that warm'd ime | how my throbbing heart 
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Hip. My lord, this very morn I ſaw the qucen. 
Theſ. What uu! ? 

L aſk'd permiſſion to retire. 
The/. And was that all! 
e My lord, I humbly beg. 

With the moſt low ſubmiſſions, aſk no more. 

T hej. Yet you don't anſwer with your low ſubmiſſions. 
Anſwer, or never hope to ſee me more. 

Hip. Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling 3 
And the poor queen's betray: d, and loſt for ever. [e. 

7 /. He changes, gods! and faulters at the que! on. 
Is fears, his words, his looks, declare him guilty. [ A/c. 

Hip. Why do you frown, my lord? why turn away? 
As from ſome loathſome monſter, not your fon ? 

The/. Thou art that monſter, and no more my ſon. 
Not one of thoſe of the moſt horrid. form, 
Of which my hand has eas'd the burthen'd earth, 
Was half ſo ſhocking to my fight as thou. 

Hip. Where am I, gods? 1s that my tather Theſeus ? 
Am I awake? am I Hippolitus ? 

The/. Thou art that fend.---Thou art Hi opolitus, 
Thou art.---O fall! O fatal ain to honour | 
How had my vain imagination form'd thee ? 


Sometimes 1t led me thro? the maz e of war; 
There it ſurvey'd thee ranging thro” the field, 
Mowing down troops, and dealing out deſtruction. 
Sometimes with wholeſome laws reforming ſtates, 


Crowning their happy j Joys v wich peace and plenty; 
While you 


Hip. With all my father's ſoul inſpir'd, 
Burnt with impatient thirſt of early honour, 


And bleſs your age with trophies like your own. 


Leapt to the image of my father's joy, 
When you ſhould ſtrain me in your folding arms, 
And with kind raptures, and with ſobbing joys, 
Commend my valour, and confeſs your ſon | 
How did I think my glorious toil o'erpaid? 
Then great indeed, and in my father's love, 
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Practice the ſtricteſt and auſtereſt virtue, 
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With more than conqueſt crown'd ? Go on, Hippolicus. 
Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour ; 


And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos ; 
'Theſeus, thy father Theſeus will reward thee. 
The /. Reward thee !----Yes; as Minos would reward 
thee. 


; ö E =" . 4 | 
Was Minos then thy pattern? and did Minos, 5 


The great, the good, the juſt, the righteous Minos, 
The judge of Hell, and oracle of earth, 
Did he inſpire adultery, force, and inceſt? 


Iſmena appears, 


Lin. Ha! what's this? 
Hip. Amazement! inceſt! 
The. Inceſt with Phædra, with thy mother Phædra. 
Hip. This charge ſo unexpected, fo amazing, 
So new, ſo ſtrange, impoſſible to thought, 
Stuns my aſtoniſh'd ſoul, and ties my voice. 

5, Then let this wake thee, this once-glorious ſword, 
With which thy father arm'd thy infant hand, v 
Not for this purpoſe. O abandon'd ſlave ! b 
O early villain ! moſt deteſted coward ! 
V:th this my inſtrument of youthful glory! 
With this !-----O noble entrance into arm! 
With this © invade the ſpotleſs Phædra's honour ! 
Phædra, my life, my better half, my queen! | 
Tnat very Phædra, for whoſe juſt defence : 
The gods would claim thy ſword. | 
Hip. Amazement ! death! | 
Heav*ns ! durſt I raiſe the far-fam'd ſword of Theſeus 
Againſt his queen, againſt my mother's boſom ? | 

T he/. If not, declare when, where, and how you loſt it? 
How Phzdra gain'd it ?---O all ye gods! he's ſilent. 

Why was it bar'd ? whoſe boſom was it aim'd at? 
What meant thy arm advanc'd, thy glowing cheeks, 
Thy hand, heart, eyes? O villain ! monſtrous villaia ! 

Hip. Is there no way, no thought, no beam of light? 

No clue to guide me thro? this gloomy maze, 
To clear my honour, yet preſerve my faith? 
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None, none, ye pow'rs! and mutt I croan beneath 
This execrable load of foul diſhonour ? 

Muſt Theſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard-of torture? 
Theſeus, my father. No, I'll break thro' all; 

All oaths, all vows, all idle i imprecations, 

I give 'em to the winds, Hear me, my lord; 

Hear your wrong'd ſon. The ſword 0 fatal vow ! 
Enſnaring oaths, and thou, raſh thoughtleſs fool, 
To bind thyſelf in voluntary chains; 

Yet to thy fatal truſt continue firm ! 


Yet hear me, father : May the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curſes on this wretched head; 


3 Yes, the gods will doom thee. 

The ſword, the ſword !---Now ſwear, and call to witneſs- 

Heav'n, Hell, and earth, I mark it not from one 
That breathes beneath ſach complicated 2 guilt. 

Hip. Was that like guilt, When with expanded arms 


Does this appear like guilt, when thus 1 ſerene, 

With eyes erect, and viſage unappall'd, 

Fixt on that ad ful face, I ſtand the charge, 

Amaz'd, not fearing? Say, if I am guilty; 

Where are the conioion ; looks, the face now pale, 

Now fluſhing red, the down-caſt haggard eyes, 

Or fixt on earth, or 1 rats? to cẽ tch 

A fearful view, then ſunk again Nth horror? 
The/. This is for raw, un ita uh, nfinich'd villains, 

Thou 1n thy bloom haſt reach'd th' abkorr'd perfection: 

Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm, 

The beauteovs ſtamp (O Heav'ns !) of faultleſs virtue, 

While thy foul © 221t contriy 'd this horrid deed. 

O harden'd fend! can't ſuch tranſcending crimes  - 

Diſturb thy ſoul, or ruffle my ſmooth brow ? 

What, no rem norſe! no qualms! no pricking pangs ' 

No feeble ſtruggle of rebeli:ng honour ! 

Oh! 'was thy joy, thy ſecret hoard of bliſs, 

To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in thought; 

To doat, 0 dwell on; as rejoicing. miſers 

Brood cer thelr precious ſtores of ſecret gold. 
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46 PH DRA and HIPPOLITUS. 
Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak ? Then ſay, unerring Heav'n, 

Why was I born with ſuch a thirſt of glory ? 

Why did this morning dawn to my dithonour ? 

Why did not pitying fate with ready death 


guilty day ? | 
Tee. Guilty indeed. 

Ev'n at the time you heard your father's death, 

And ſuch a father (O immortal gods!) 

As held thee dearer than his life and glory! 

When thou ſhouldſt rend the ſkies with clam'rous grief, 
Beat thy ſad breaſt, and tear thy ſtarting hair; 

Then to my bed to force your impious way; 

With horrid luſt © inſult my yet-v-arra urn; 

Make me the icorn of Hell, and ſport for ſiends! 
Theſe are the fun'ral honours paid to Theſeus, 

Theſe are the ſorrows, theſe the hallow'd rites, 

To which you'd call your father's hov'ring ſpirit. 


| Prevent the 


Enter Ifmena. 


Liu. Hear me, my lord, ere vet you fix his doom : 
| | [Turning to Thecus. 
Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd honour, 
And guard his life with hazard of her own. _ 

Tec. Tho' thou'rt the daughter of my hated foe, 
Tho' ev'n thy beauty's loathſome to my eyes, 
Yet juſtice bids me hear thee. 
| Zn. Thus I thank you. 

Then know, miſtaken prince, his honeit ſoul 
Could ne'er be ſway'd by impious love to Phædra, 
Since I before engag'd his early vows ; 

With all my wiles ſubdu'd his ſtruggling heart; 
For long his duty ſtruggled with his love. 

7 Ec. Speak, is this true? on thy obedience, ſpeak. 

Flip. So charg'd, I own the dang'rous truth; I own, 
Againſt her will, I lov'd the fair Iſmena. 

Tau. Canſt thou be only clear'd by diſobedience, 
And juſtified by crimes? What, love my foe! 


Love one deſcended from a race of tyrants, 
WMW hoſe blood yet reeks on my avenging ſword! 
I'm curſt each moment I delar thy fate. 


Haſte 


Xi celi. | 


N, 


Oh, for my ſake forbear to touch your life, 
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Haſte to the ſhades, and tell the happy Pallas 


Iſmena's flames, and let him taſte ſuch joys 

As thou giv'ſt me; go tell applauding Minos 

The pious love you bore his daughter Phadra ; 
Tell it the chatt'ring ghoſts, and hifting furies, 
Tell it the grinning fiends, till Hell ſound nothing 
To thy pleasd ears but Phædra and Iſmena. 


Enter Cratander. 


Seize him, Cratander; take this guilty ſword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it ated, - 
And bid him die, at leaſt, like Theſeus' ſon. 
Take him away, and execute my orders. 
Hip. Heav'ns! how that ſtrikes me! how it wounds 
ſoul by | 
To think of your unutterable ſorrows 
When you ſhall find Hippolitus was guiltleſs ! 
Yet when you know the innocence you doom'd, 
When you ſhall mourn your ſon's unhappy fate, 
On, I beſeech you by the love you bore me, - 
With my laſt words (my words will then prevail) 


Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theſeus. 

Let all my virtues, all my joys ſurvive. 

Freſh in your breaſt, but be my woes forgot; 

The woes which fate, and not my father, wrought. 
Oh, let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, 

Let me be honour'd ſtill, but not deplor'd. 


Ie. Then thy chief care is for thy father's life. 


O blooming hypocrit2! O young diſſembler! 
Well haſt thou jhewn the care thou tak'it of Theſeus. 
O all ye gods! how this enflames my fury. 
I ſcarce can hold my rage; my eager hands 
Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd Theſeus, 
Blot not thy fame with ſuch a inonſter's blood. 
Snatch him away. 
by Hip. Lead on. Farewel, Iſmena. 
Ihn. Oh! ake me with him, let me ſhare his fate. 
O awful Theſeus! yet revoke his doom. 
See, ſee the very miniſters of death, 
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Tho” bred to blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to ſave him. 
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4 The}. Slaves, villains, tear her from him, cut her arms 
off. c i 

In Jin. Oh, tear me, cut me, till my ſever'd limbs 
Grow to my lord, and ſhare the pains he ſuffers. 
% Villains, away. | 
| In. O Theſeus! hear me, hear me. 
4: : The/. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome touch. 
Off, woman. 
Im. Stay, oh, ſtay ! I'll tell you all. 

| N | - .- __ [Exit Theſeus. 
Already gone. Tell it, ye conſcious walls; 
Bear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wings; 
EKReſound it, Fame, with all your hundred tongues. 
DO hapleſs youth! all Heav'n conſpires againſt you. 
Phe conſcious walls conceal the fatal ſecret ; © 
*: Th untainted winds refuſe th' infecting load; 

And Fame itſelf is mute, Nay, ev'n Iſmena, 
Thy own Ifmena's ſworn to thy deſtruction. 


But ſtill, whate'er the cruel gods deſign, 


And he who dooms thy death proncunces mine. 


The End of the Fovxrn Acr. 
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1 ö f 1 Enter Phædra and Lycon. 
| 0 . Lye. & CCUSE yourſehf! On my knees I beg you, 
wh! + By all the gods, recal the fatal meſſage. 
Heav'ns! will you ſtand the dreaded rage of Theſeus ? 


And brand your fame, and work your own deſtruction? 
IF 242. By thee Pm branded, and by thee deſtroy'd ; 
Thou boſom ſerpent, thou alluring fiend ! | 
et ſhan't you buait the miſeries you cauſe, 

it Uſb Nor icape the ruin you have brought on all. 
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In the ſame fate our equal ſtars combine, . a 


T1 
Lyc. V 
Eer ſpol 
Has he d 
Phaed. 
Was tha 
When a 
When a 
Drove © 
Yet this 
Oh, on 
With th 
And wl 
What t 
Thou v 
Lyc. 


— | - its « 


Yet £1] 
Such v 


I broki 


Pha 
For al 


Or Ca! 
O ear! 


Perha 


Falls 
Now, 
See, 
And 


Now 


His r 


Nou 


Now 


And 


And 
Wit 
Hef 


Tho 
Whe 
Shal 

L 
By 


Thou wiſe fore-thinking, weighing politician! 


Now mortal pangs diſtort his lovely form, 


With his laſt breath he curſe perjur'd Phædra; 
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Lyc. Was it not your command ? has faithful Lycon l 
Fer ſpoke, &er thought, deſign'd, contriv'd, or ated ? 
Has he done aught without the queen's conſent ? 
Phed. Plead'ſt thou conſent to what thou firit inſpir df? 
Was that conſent? O ſenſeleſs politician ! 
When adverſe paſſions ſtruggled in my breaſt, {| 
When anger, fear, love, ſorrow, guilt, deſpair, 1 
Drove out my reaſon, and uſurp'd my foul. 
Yet this conſent you plead, O faithleſs Lycon ! 
Oh, only zealous for the fame of Phxdra ! 
With this you blot my name, and clear your own 
And what's my phrenzy ſhall be d my crime. 
What then is thine ? thou cool deilberate villain, 


Lyc. Oh! 'twas fo black, my 5 ſrizhted tongue recoil'd 

At 1ts own found, and horror ſhook my foul.” 
Yet ftill, tho” pierc'd with ſuch amazing anguiſh, 
Such was my zcal, ſo much 1 lov' d my queen, 

I broke thro? all, to ſave the life of Phædrz. 

Phed. What's life? O all ye ads] can life atone 
For all the monſtrous crimes by which 'tis bought ? 
Or can I live, when thou, O ſoul of honour! 

O early hero! by my crimes art ruin'd ? 

Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy youth 

Falls by the ſordid hands of butchtering villains ; 
Now, now he bleeds, he dies. O perjur'd traitor! 
See, his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 

And nature ſallies in unbidden groaus; 


His roſy beauties fade, his ſtarry eyes | 
Now darkling ſwim, and fix their clofing beams ; - Þ 
Now in ſhort gaſps his lab'ring ſpirit heavy es... - 1 
And weakly flutters on his fault ring tongue, 1 
And ſtruggles into ſound. Tear, raonſter hear, || 


He ſummons Phædra to the bar of Minos: | 
Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture th 1 
Whole Hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff ed Phædra 1 
Shall fad ſome eaſe, to ſce thee ſtill more wretched, 208 

Lyc. O all ye pow'rs! O Phzdra! hear me, hear me, nl 
By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, "i 
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By thoſe unhappy crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 
By theſe old wither'd limbs, and hoary hairs, 
By all my tears—O Heav'ns ! ſhe minds me not; 


She hears not my complaints. 
To what art thou reſerv'd? | | 
OY Phed. Reſerv'd to all 

The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt pains that earth can furniſh, 
To all I with O Phxdra Guards, ſccure him, 


O wretched Lycon ! 


Lycon carried off, 


Ha, Theſeus !-—Gods! my freezing blood congeals, 
And all my thoughts, deſigns, and words are loſt. 


| Enter Theſeus. 
Theſ. Doſt thou at laſt repent ? O lovely Phædra! 


At laſt with equal ardor meet my vows ? 

O dear-bought bleſſing !---Yet I'll not complain, 

Since now my ſharpeſt grief is all o'erpaid, 

And only heightens joy. Then haſte, my charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famith'd fouls with amorous riot, 

With fierceſt bliſs atone for our delay, 

And in a moment love the age we've loſt. 

Phed. Stand off; approach me, touch me not; fly hence, 
Far as the diſtant ſkies or deepeſt centre. 
Tee. Amazement! death! Ye gods who guide the world, 

What can this mean? So fierce a deteſtation, 

So ſtrong abhorrence ! Speak, exquliite tormentor ! 
Was it for this your ſummons filPd my ſoul 

With eager raptures, and tumultuous tranſports ? 

Ev'n painful joys, and agonies of blifs. 

Did I for this obey my Phædra's call, 

And fly with trembling haſte to meet her arms ? 

And am I thus receiv'd? O cruel Phædra! 
Was it for this you ouz'd my drowſy ſoul 
From the dull lethargy of hopeleſs love? 

And coſt thou only ſhew thoſe beauteous eyes 


„ To wake deſpair, and blaſt nie with their beams? 


Phed. Oh, were that all to which the gods have docm'd 
me! 
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Dut angry Heav'n has laid in ſtore for Theſeus 
Such perfect miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent woe, 
That the black image ſhocks my frighted ſoul, 
And the words die on my reluctant tongue. 
The. Fear not to ſpeak it; that harmonious voice 
Will male the ſaddeſt tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 
And charm the grief it brings. Thus let me hear it, 
Thus in thy fight ; thus gazing on thoſe eyes 
I can ſupport the utmoſt ſpite of fate, 
And ftand the rage of Heav'n.---Approach, my fair. 
Phæd. Off, or I fly for ever from thy ſight, 
Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitus ? 
Thej. Forget the villain ; drive him from your ſoul, 
Pheod. Can I forget, or drive him from my ſoul ? 
On! he will {lill be preſent to my eyes; 
His words will ever echo in my ears; 
Still will he be the torture of my days, 
Bane of my life, and ruin of my glory, | 
Te. And mine and all. O moſt abandon'd villain! 
O laſting ſcandal to our godlike race! 
That could contrive a crime jo foul as inceſt. 
Phed. Inceſt! Oh, name it not! | 
The very mention ſhakes my inmoſt ſoul ; 


The gods are ſtartled in their peaceful manſions; 


And nature ſickens at the ſhocking ſound. 

Thou brutal wretch ! thou execraole monſter! 

To break thro? all the laws that early flow 

From untaught reaſon, and diftingutth man; 

Mix like the ſenſeleſs herd with beſtial luſt, 

Mother and fon prepoſterouily wicked; 

To baniſh from thy ſoul tae reverence due 

To honour, nature, and the genial bed, 

And injure one ſo great, ſo good as Theſeus ! 
Ie. To injure one fo great, ſo good as Phædra. 

O Slave! to wrong ſuch purity as thine; 

Such dazzling brightneſs, ſuch exalted virtue. 
Phed. Virtue ! all-ſeeing gods, ye know my virtue. 

Muſt I ſupport all this? O righteous Heay'n ! 

Can't [ yet ſpeak? Reproach I could have born, 

Pointed his ſatire's ftings, and edg'd his rage: 

But to be prais'd Now, Minos, I defy thee ; 

Eva all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
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Stones, 
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Stones, furies, wheels, are ſlight to what I ſuffer, 
And Hell itſelf's relief. 
Te /. What's Hell to thee ? 
What crimes couldſt thou commit? or what reproaches 
Could innocence ſo pure as Phædra's fear? 
Oh ! thou'rt the chaſteſt matron of thy ſex, 
The faireſt pattern of excelling virtue. 
Our late annals ſhall record thy glory, 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme. 
Each ſkilful artiſt ſhal! expreſs thy form 
In animated gold. The threat'ning ſword 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſnowy boſom ; ® 


Such heavenly beauty on thy face ſhall bloom 


As ſhall almoſt excuſe the villain's crime; 

But yet that firmneſs, that unſhaken virtue, 

As ſtill ſhall make the monſter more deteſted. 
Where-c'er you paſs, the crowded way ſhall ſound 
With joy ful cries, and endleſs acclamations. 


And when aſpiring bards in daring ſtrains 


Shall raife ſome heav'nly matron to the pow'rs, 


'T hey'Il lay, She's great, "the s true, ſhe's chaſl as Phedra, 
Pöbed. This might! have been. —But now, Q cruel itars ! 
Now, as I paſs, the crowded way ſhall ſound 


With h:fing ſcorn, and murm'ring deteſlation. 

'The lateſt annals ihall record my ſhame ; 

And when th' avenging mule with. pointed rage 

Would fink ſome impious woman down to Heil, 

She” Il ſay „She's falſe, ſhe's baic, ſhe's foul a + Phadra, 
The/. Hadſt thou been fool, had horrid bark 

Caſt any ſtains on purity like thine, 

They're waſlt'd already in the villain's blood: 

The very ſword, his inſtrument of horror, 

Ere this time drench'd in his inceſtuous heart, 

Has done thee juſtice, and aveng'd the crimes 

He us'd it to perform. 


Enter Maſenger. 


Me,. Alas! my lord, 
Fre this the prince is dead. I ſaw Cratander 
Give him a iword ; I ſaw him boldly take it, 
Rear. it on high, and point it to his breaſt, 
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With ſteady hands, and with diſdainful looks. 
As one that fear'd not death, but ſcorn'd to die, 
And not in battle. A loud clamor follow'd; 
And the ſurrounding ſoldiers hid from ſight, 
But all pronounc'd him dead. | 
- Phed. Is he then dead? Re 
Te. Yes, yes, he's dead; and dead by my command. 
And in this dreadful act of mournful juitice 
Fm more renown'd than in my dear-bought laurels. 
Ped. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed. O happy 
Theieus! | f | 
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phædra! 


Hate then, let's join our well-met hands together, 


Unite for ever, and defy the gods 
To ſhew a pair ſo eminently wretched. 
Te. Wretched ! for what? for what the world muſk 
praiſe me; x 
For what the nations ſhall adore my juice, 
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Phed, Hippolitus a villain! 
Oh, he was all his godlike ſire could wiſh, 
The pride of Theſeus, and the hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveſt of his godlike race 
Tread with ſuch early hopes the paths of honour, 
The/. What can this mean? declare, ambigious Phædra, 
Say, whence theſe ſhifting guſts of claihing rage ? 
Why are thy doubted ſpeeches dark and troubled, 
As Cretan ſeas when vext by warring winds ? 
Why 1s a villain, with alternate paſſion, 
Accus'd and prais'd, deteſted and deplor'd ? 
Phed. Canſt thou not gueſs ? 


Canſt thou not read it in my furious paſiions ? 

In all the wild diſorders of my foul > _ 
Couldit thou not ſee it in the noble warmth 
That urg'd the darling youth to acts of honour ? 
Could thou not find it in the gen'rous truth 


Which ſparkled in his eyes, and open'd in his face ? 


Couldſt not perceive it in the chaſte reſerve, 


In every word and look, each godlike: 9, 


Couldit thou not ſee Hippolitus was guiii'eſs ? 


T Guiltleſs! O all ye gods! what can this mean? 
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Pbæd. Mean! that the guilt is mine, that virtuous Þ 
Phædra, N ; 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme, 
5 With beſtial paſſion woo'd your loathing ſon. 
= And when denied, with impious accuſation 
7 Sullied the luſtre of his ſhining honour ; 
Of my own crimes accus'd the faultleſs youth, 
And with enſnaring wiles deftroy'd that virtue 
I tried in vain to ſhake. - 


Sa -< Lat vs 
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Te. Is he then guiltleſs ? 
Guiltleſs ! then what art thou? and oh, juſt Heav'n! 
What a deteſted parricide is Theſeus ? 


Than earth or Hell e'er bore ! O horrid mixture 
Of crimes and woes, of parricide and inceſt, 
Perjury, murder, to arm the erring father 
Againſt the guiltleſs ſon. O impious Lycon, 
In what a hell of woes thy arts have plung'd me! 
Thej. Lycon !-----Here, guards,-----O moſt abandon'd 
villain ! : 


Secure him, ſeize him, drag him piece-meal hither. - 


Enter Guards, 


Gua. Who has, my lord, incurr'd your high diſpleaſure? 
The/. Who can it be, ye gods, but perjur'd Lycon ? 
Who can inſpire ſuch ftorms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my ſword left one ſo black, but Lycon ? 
Where, wretched Theſeus! in thy bed and heart, 
The very darling of my foul and eyes. 
O beauteous fiend ! But truſt not to thy form. 
You too, my ſon, was fair; your manly beauties _ | 
Charm'd ev'ry heart (O Heav'ns !) to your deſtruction 3. 
You too were good, your virtuous ſoul abhorr'd 
The crimes for which you died. O impious Phædra! 
Inceſtuous fury! execrable murd”reſs ! | 
Is there revenge on earth, or pain in Hell, 
Can art invent, or boiling rage ſuggeſt, | 
Ev'n endleſs torture, which thou falt not ſuffer ? 
Phezd. And is there aught on earth I would not ſuffer? 
Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
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Give me but life, and make that life moſt l 


Not ſo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, 


Oh, how thou'lt howl thy fearful ſoul away! 


Let him be rack'd and gaſh'd, impal'd alive; 


Grin ger the ſhoating crowds, and glut their vengeance. 


Will this atone for poor Hippolitus ? 
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Thou needſt not claim it, moſt unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine: t' avenge thy fate 
I'd court the fierceſt Pains, and ſue for tortures, 


And Phzxdra's ſuff rings ſhould atone for thine: 


Er'n now I fall a victim to thy wrongs; 
Ev'n now a fatal draught works out my ſoul ; 
Eva now it curdles in my ſhrinking veins 


The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 
Lycon brough t in, 


7 500 Haſt thou eſcap'd my wrath? vet, impious Loo 
On thee I'll empty all my hoard of vengeance, 

And glut my boundleſs rage. 
Lyc. O mercy, mercy ! 

The/. Such . ſhalt find as thy beſt deeds deſerve | 
Such as thy guilty ſoul can hope from Theſeus; | | 
Such as thou ſhew'df to poor Hippolitus. 

Lyc. Oh! chain me; whip me; let me be the ſcorn 
Of ſordid rabbles, and inſulting crowds : 


Phed. Art thou ſo baſe, fo ſpiritleſs a flave ? 


Not ſo he bore the fate to which you doom'd him. 
_ Theſ. O abject villain l Vet it gives me joy 

To ſee the fears that ſhake thy guilty ſoul, 
Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes. 


While laughing crowds ſhall echo to thy cries, 


And make thy pains their ſport. Haſte, hence, away 
with him, 


Drag him to all the torments earth can furniſh ; 
'Then Jet the mangled monſter, fixt on high, 
And is this all? and art thou how appeas'd! ? 


O ungorg'd appetite ! O rav' nous thirſt 

Of a ſon's blood! what, not a day, a moment? 
Phed. A day, a moment! oh, thou ſhould have ſaid 

Years, ages, all the round of circling time, 

Ere touch the life of that conſuramate youth. 


Te 
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When ber laſt breath now quiv'ring at her mouth, 


Ihe din of rattling chains, of claſhing whips, 


In horrid wreaths, and hiſs around her head! 
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Theſ. And yet with joy I flew to his deſtruction, 

Boailed his fate, and triumph'd in his ruin. 

Not this I promis'd to his dying mother, 

hen in her mortal pangs ſhe fighing gave me 

The lait cold kiſſes from her trembling lips, 

And react'd her feeble wand'ring hands to mine; 


Implor'd my goodneſs to her lovely ſon, 
To her Hippolitus. He, alas ! deſcends 
An early victim to the lazy ſhades, 
(O Heav'n and earth!) by Theſeus doom'd, deſcends. 


Fe He's doom'd by Theſeus, but accur'd by Phadra, i T 
By Phzdra's madneſs, and by Lycon's hatred. Bus H 
Yet with my life I expiate my phrenzy, ; | 
And die for thee my headlong rage deſtroy'd. YZ Mut eacl 
Thee I purſue (O great ill-fated youth!) | 8 And ſally 
Purſue thee ſtill, but now with chaſte deſires; 9 Then tru 
Thee thro” the diſmal waſte of gloomy _—_ | | 
Thee thro? the glimm'ring dawn, and purer day, ; 1plea 
Thro' all th? Elyſian plains O righteous Minos! | 3 * 
Elyſian plains! There he and his Iſmena 3 ; 
Shail ſport for ever, ſhall for ever drink And nov 
Immortal love ; while I far off ſhall howl Vet III 
In lonely plains ; while all the blackeſt ghoſts I Then to 
Shrink from the baleful fight of one more monſtrous, With cl 
And more accurſt than they. Ine cri 

Th-/. J too muſt go; And na 


I too muſt once more ſee the burning ſhore But wh 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, por wh 
Whence no Alcides will releaſe me now. | 


Fhæd. Then why this ſtay? come on, let's plunge to- } _ 
gether, | | | | An en 

See, Hell ſets wide its adamantine gates; And a 
See, thro? the ſable gates the black Cocytus What 
In ſmoaky circles rowls its fiery waves There 
Hear, hear the ſtunning harmonies of woe, Live: 


: a. > Iſmen 
Of groans, or loud complaints, of piercing ſhrieks, 


That wide thro' all its gloomy world reſound. 
How huge Mzgara ftalss | what ſtreaming fires 
Blaze from her glaring eyes! what ſerpents curl 


Now 


. 


P HE DRA and HIPPO LIT Us. 


Now, now ſhe drags me to the bar of Minos: 
See how the awful judges of the dead 

Look ſtedfaſt hate, and horrible diſmay ! 

Sce, Minos turns away his loathing eyes; 

Rage cheaks his ſtruggling words; the fatal urn 
Drops from his trembling hand. O all ye gods! 
What, Lycon here? O execrable villain ! 

Then am I ſtill on earth? By Hell I am, 

A fury now, a ſcourge preſerv'd for Lycon. 

See, the juſt beings offer to my vengeance 


That impious ſlave. Now, Lycon, for revenge; 


Thanks, Heav'n, *tis here. I'll ſteal it to his heart. 


Miet ing Theſeus fer Lycon, Here to flab bim. 
Gu. Heav'ns! 'tis your lord. 


Phed. My lord! O equal Heav'n! 
Muſt each portentous moment riſe in crimes, 
And ſallying life go off in parricide? 


f Then truſt not thy flow drugs. Thus ſure of death 


[Stabs herſelf. 
Compleat thy horrors----And if this ſuffice not, 
Thou, Minos, do the reſt. 


T he/. At length ſhe's quiet; 


And now earth bears not ſuch a wretch as Theſeus. 


Yet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live: 

Then to the wars; and as the Corybantines, 

With claſhing ſhields and braying trumpets, drown'd 
The cries of infant Jove, III Rifle conſcience, 

And nature's murmurs, in the din of arms. 

But what are arms to me ? 1s he not dead 

For whom I fought ? for whom my hoary age 
Glow'd with the boiling heat of youth in battle? 
How then to drag a wretched life beneath 

An endleſs round of ſtill-returning woes, 

And all the gnaw ing pangs of vain remorſe ? 

What torment's this ?---Therefore, O greatly thought 
Therefore do juſtice on thyſelf, and live; 

Live above all moſt infinitely wretched. 

Iſmena too -Nay then, avenging Hear n 
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Was it for 


Iſmena enters, BS Sce, ſee th 

And hopes 

Has vented all its rage. O wretched maid ! = : 

Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging grief? JS Aml alive 

Why add to ſorrows, and embitter woes ? Y' Tis he, 

Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt ? Art thou 1 
Why thus recal to my afflicted ſoul = F 

The ſad remembrance of my godlike ſon, tand off, 

Of that dear youth my cruelty has ruin'd ? Speak, fa 

I/m. Ruin'd! O all ye powers! O awful Theſeus! Didſt thou 


Say, where's my lord? ſay, where has fate diſpos'd him? My ſword 
O ſpeak! the fear diſtracts me. | | 


Fe. Gods! can I ſpeak? But turn'c 

Can I declare his fate to his Iſmena ? The guar 
O lovely maid! couldſt thou admit of comfort, —_ F Granted 1 
Thou ſhouldſt for ever be my only care, 11 _— c 
Of 'Thet: 


Work of my life, and labour of my ſoul. 


f 

For thee alone my ſorrows, lull'd, ſhall ceaſe, Therefore 
Ceaſe for a while to mourn my murder'd ſon; >< | Here to r 
For thee alone my ſword once more ſhall rage, | 

Reſtore the crown of which it robb'd your race. Io live f 
Then let your grief give way to thoughts of empire; 3 Go, hea 
At thy own Athens reign. 'The happy crowd. 3 Your cou 
Beneath the eaſy yoke with pleaſure bow, OO IF Amazea 


And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. For whic 


- 
* 
: 
5 

+: 
& 


1/n. Muſt I then reign, nay, muſt I live without him? Im. C 
Not ſo, O godlike youth! you lov'd Iſmena: 

Vou, for her ſake, refus'd the Cretan empire, Am 1 po 

And yet a nobler gift, the royal Phædra. Of that 

Shall I then take a crown, a guilty crown, How ſha 

From the relentleſs hand that doom'd thy death! For allen 

Oh! 'tis in death alone I can have eaſe, Since 'ty 

And thus I find it. (Offers to feb herſelf, e then 

| | OI | | Yet ther 

Enter Hippolitus. For the 

q T heſ. 

Hip. O forbear Iſmena! l She cho! 

Forbear, chaſte maid, to wound thy tender boſom, _ F Your fa 
O Heav'n and earth! ſhould ſhe reſolve to die, ä 

And ſnatch all beauty from the widow'd earth? Oh! ha 


Was it for me, ye gods! ſhe'd fall a victim? 
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Was it for me ſne'd die? O heav'nly virgin! 

See, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for thee. 
| 1m. Hippolitus ! 

Am alive or dead? is this Elyſium ? 
Tis he, 'tis all Hippolitus. Art well? 
Art thou not wounded ? 

The. O unhop'd- for joy ! 
Stand off, and let me fly into his arms. 
Speak, ſay, what god, what miracle preſerv'd thee ? 
Didſt thou not ſtrike thy father's cruel preſent, 
My ſword, into thy brealt ? 
Hip. J aim'd it there, | 
But 1 it from myſelf, and flew Cratander; 
The guards, not truſted with his fatal orders, 
Granted my wiſh, and brought me to the king. 
I fear'd not death: but could not bear the thought 
Of Theſeus' ſorrow, and Iſmena's loſs ; 
Therefore I haſten'd to-your.royal preſence, 
Here to receive my doom. 

: The. Be this thy doom, 
To live for ever in Iſmena's arms. 
{ Go, heav'nly pair, and with your dazzling virtues, 
Your courage, truth, your innocence and love, 
Amaze and charm mankind; and rule that empire, 
For which in vain your rival fathers fought, 
{/m, O killing joy ! 

Hip. O extaſy of bliſs! 
Am poſleſs'd at laſt of my Itmena ? 
Of that celeſtial maid, O pitying gods 
Tow ſhall I thank your bounties for my ſuff”rings, 
For all my pains, and all the pangs I've borne ? 
Since *twas to them I owe divine Iſmena, 
„ To them I owe the dear conſent of Theſeus. 
et there's a pain lies heavy on my heart, 
For the diſaſtrous fate of hapleſs Phædra. 

75% Deep was her anguiſh; for the wrongs ſhe did you 
She choſe to die, and in her death deplor'd 
3 Your fate, and not her own. 
| Hip. I've heard it all. 
Oh! had not paſſion ſully'd her renow?, 
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None e'er on earth had ſhone with equal luftre ! 
So glorious liv'd, or ſo lamented died. 7 
Her faults were only faults of raging love, 
Her virtues all her own. 

Im. Unhappy Phzdra ! 
Was there no other way, ye pitying pow'rs, 
No other way to crown Iſmena's love? 
Then muſt 1 ever mourn her cruel fate, 


And in the midſt of my triumphant joy, 


Ev'n in my hero's arms, confeſs ſome ſorrow. 

The/. O tender maid ! forbear with ill- tim'd grief, 
To damp our bleſſings, and incenſe the gods; 

But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks 
For all the wonders in our favour wrought ; 

That Heav'n, whoſe mercy reſcu'd erring Theſeus 
From execrable crimes, and endleſs woes. 

Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the world: 
With equal poize let ſteady juſtice ſway, 

And flagrant crimes with certain vengeance pay, 

But till the proofs are clear, the ſtroke delay. 

Hip. 'The righteous gods, that innocence require, 
Prote& the goodneſs which themſelves inſpire ; 
Unguarded virtue human arts defies, 

Th=accus'd is happy, while th' accuſer dies. n 
[ Exqunt omnes. | 
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